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AT  A  REASONABLE  F/GUR 


“Hello!  Say,  what’s  the  matter?”  cried  i 
starting  up.  “Has  the  doctor  gone?”  “He 
gone,  and  you  know  it  very  well,”  replied 
the  clerk.  “Val,  this  gentleman  has  been 
robbed  of  valuable  papers.” 
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_ _  WK  STORE 

By  BERTON  BERTREW  Ll  EAST^iDe'op4  & 'm  Sts'l 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  EXPLOSION  AT  THE  OPERA  HOUSE. 

The  night  that  Daley  &  Good's  great  vatideville  show  opened 
at  the  opera  house  in  Burling,  III.,  was  certainly  not  a  pleas¬ 
ant  one,  for  it  rained  great  guns,”  aud  the  rain  froze  as  it 

fell. 

Nevertheless,  the  audience  was  large  and  the  opera  house 
crowded,  for  that  the  combination  was  a  fairly  good  one  was 
generally  known. 

There  were  Major  and  Mann,  the  one-legged  dancers  of 
Chicago  fame:  Polly  Daley,  the  singer;  the  Duvar  Bros.; 
sleight-of-hand  performers;  Siguor  Zellieo.  the  contortionist, 
and  a  lot  of  other  people  of  more  or  less  note,  among  whom 
was  a  young  ventriloquist,  who  appeared  under  the  name  of 
“Val.”  and  who  was  said  to  do  a  pretty  good  turn. 

Burling  was  what  is  known  as  a  “good  show  town,”  and 
could  be  depended  upon  to  turn  out  a  fair-sized  audience  un¬ 
der  almost  any  circumstances,  and  it  had  made  good  its  name 
to-night. 

The  hall  was  up  one  flight;  the  ground  floor  of  the  building, 
which  was  owned  by  Galloway,  ‘  the  grocer,  being  occupied 
partly  by  himself  anil  partly  by  Dr.  Ducher’s  drug  store. 

Among  those  who  occupied  orchestra  chairs  were  Bob 
Barker,  escorting  Dora  Ducher,  the  doctor’s  daughter,  and 
Charley  Bates,  another  popular  young  fellow  of  the  town, 
with  his  girl,  Jennie  Rowley. 

They  formed  part  of  a  theater  party  of  twenty  or  more  of 
the  most  prominent  young  people  of  the  town,  who  were  tak¬ 
ing  in  the  show. 

“It’s  a  real  good  performance,  Bob,”  whispered  Charley,  as 
the  Duvar  Bros,  left  the  stage.  “T  don’t  know  when  I  have 
seen  anything  better  in  the  variety  line.” 

-That’s  right.  That’s  just  what  it  is,”  was  the  reply.  “The 
girls  seem  to  like  it  all  right,  too.” 

“Of  course,  said  Jennie.  “Do  you  expect  the  girls  don't 
know  a  good  show  when  they  see  one?  I  want  you  to  under¬ 
stand  that  we  are  up  to  date  as  well  as  the  boys.” 

"We  are  up  to  the  ventriloquist  on  the  program,  and  I’m 
anxious  to  see  him.  If  there  is  anything  I  like  it  is  a  good 
ventriloquist,  and - 

“And  your  wish  is  no  sooner  expressed  than  it  is  real¬ 
ized.”  said  Bob.  “for  Item  he  comes.” 

A  bright,  handsome  young  tellow  of  eighteen  or  so  came 
out  upon  the  stage  carrying  the  usual  trunk  of  the  ventrilo¬ 
quist,.  which,  when  opened,  produced  the  usual  dolls,  the  old 
man  and  the  old  woman,  the  darky  and  the  Chinaman,  etc. 

In  fact,  there  was  nothing  unusual  about  the  turn  of  Val, 
the  Ventriloquist,  except  that,  as  a  manipulator  of  the  human 
voice  he  was  unusually  good. 

So  Val  got  the  applause  all  right,  and  1  lie  encore  was  most 

hearty. 

Dora  Ducher  clapped  so  vigorously  that  the  attention  of 
ll,,  young  ventriloquist  was  naturally  attracted  to  her,  and 


ho  made  Bob  Barker  furious  by  daring  to  smile  at  the  drug¬ 
gist's  pretty  daughter. 

“Now.  ladies  and  gentlemen!”  cried  Val.  “I  am  going  to 
show  you  how  I  can  throw  my  voice  forward.  I  cannot 
throw  it  to  the  end  of  the  hall.  I  don’t  claim  to  he  able  to 
do  anything  of  the  sort,  but  I  can  throw  it  any  distance  I 
wish  up  to,  say,  fifty  feet.  Now,  watch  and  see  who  I 
bit!  ” 

There  was  a  general  titter  among  the  girls  in  the  front 
seats. 

“It's  a  shame  to  laugh  at  the  dear  young  man.  ami  he's  so 
handsome,  too!”  was  called  out  in  a  voice  loud  enough  for  all 
to  hear,  coming  from  Dora  Ducher’s  scat. 

All  eyes  were  turned  upon  Dora,  wiio  blushed  fiery  red. 

“What  in  the  world  did  you  want  to  yell  out  a  thing  like 
that  for.  Dora?”  breathed  Bob. 

“I  didn't!  I  never  spoke!”  Dora  whispered,  when  all  at 
once  a  man’s  voice  seemed  to  call  cut  from  ten  feet  or  so 
farther  along  in  the  audience: 

“Now.  don’t  be  jealous.  Bob!  Val  is  a  better-looking  fellow 
than  you  every  day  in  the  week!  Trust  Dora  to  find  that 
out!”  , 

“Who  said  that?”  cried  Bob.  springing  up  aud  starting 
down  the  aisle. 

Now  Bob  Barker  was  one  of  the  most  hot-headed  fellows  iu 
Burling,  and  always  had  the  reputation  of  being  half  a 
fool 

Tn  spite  of  what  Dora  had  just  told  him  Bob  was  silly 
enough  to  believe  that  some  of  his  friends  were  guying  him, 
and  down  the  aisle  ho  went  with  blood  in  his  eye,  making 
everybody  roar  with  laughter.  Two  drummers  who  sat  over 
on  the  side  thought  lie  was  part  of  the  show. 

“Here  T  am,  Bob!  I’m  the  fellow  who  said  it!  This  way, 
dear  boy!  Como  and  lick  me!”  a  voice  called  from  away 
over  on  the  right. 

Dora  was  terribly  abashed. 

Bob  began  to  suspect  that  he  was  making  a  fool  of  him¬ 
self.  and  that  on  account  of  his  own  loud  talk  the  ventrilo¬ 
quist  had  “caught  on  to”  their  names,  which  was  indeed  the 
case:  and  to  break  it  up  Val.  who  stood  at  the  footlights  with 
a  perfectly  straight  face,  raised  his  hand  and  called  out: 

“Never  mind,  Bob'!  I'm  the  fellow  who  did  it  all.  Ladies 
and  gentlemen,  I  hope  you  will  pardon  me  for  being  personal, 
but - ” 

Boom!  Boom! 

Two  fearful  explosions,  one  following  close  upon  the  other, 
brought  to  Burling  right  in  that  moment  the  worst  calamity 
the  town  had  ever  known. 

Just  what  happened  nobody  knew  then,  but  where  the 
center  parquet  seats  had  been  there  was  a  big,  gaping  hole, 
with  the  smoke  and  flames  pouring  up  through  it. 

Dozens  of  seats  had  gone  down  into  that  fiery  furnace,  and 
dozens  of  people  had  gone  with  them  to  their  death. 

Bob  Barker  by  going  over  to  the  side  had  just  escaped, 
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but  In  the  fearful  panic  which  followed  it  was  impossible  for 
him  to  get  back  to  his  girl. 

Men  wore  shouting,  women  screaming,  dozens  sprang  on 
tlu*  stage  and  tried  to  escape  that  way;  dozens  upon  dozens 
were  trodden  down  in  the  aisle  and  on  the  stairs  in  the  mad 
effort  to  get  out. 

Charley  Bates  seized  the  fainting  form  of  Jennie  Rowley 
end  made  for  the  stage,  never  heeding  Dora  Duclier,  who  in 
the  confusion  started  down  tho  aisle  toward  the  door,  and 
so  toward  the' opening  made  by  the  explosion,  and  that  meant 
to  her  death. 

She  was  not  mad.  hut  all  mixed  up,  as  many  another  was 
on  that  dreadful  night. 

She  would  have  gone  straight  into  that  fiery  furnace  if,  as 
she  supposed,  Bob  Barker’s  voice  had  not  sounded  in  her  ears, 
saying: 

“Hold  on,  Dora!  Not  another  step!  I’ll  be  right  with  you 
and  see  you  safe!” 

Dora  stopped  short  and  looked  around  for  Bob. 

He  was  nowhere  near  her,  but  Val,  the  ventriloquist,  was 
just  leaping  from  the  stage. 

“This  way!  This  way,  miss!”  he  cried,  seizing  Dora  in 
his  arms. 

He  carried  her  to  the  stage  and  lifted  her  over  the  foot¬ 
lights,  and  was  just  about  to  follow  himself,  when  all  in  an 
instant  there  came  still  a  third  explosion,  and  the  floor  sank 
away  beneath  his  feet. 

Safe  upon  the  stage  Dora  Duclier  saw  Val,  the  Ventrilo¬ 
quist.  disappear  before  her  eyes  going  down  into  a  mass  of 
smoke  and  flame. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  PLOTTERS  OVERHEARD. 

.Tust  what  caused  the  explosion  nobody  knew. 

Some  said  it  was  gas,  and  others  declared  it  was  chemicals. 

Grocer  Galloway  laid  it  to  Dr.  Duclier,  and  Dr.  Duclier  laid 
it  to  Grocer  Galloway,  which  brought  about  much  bitter  feel¬ 
ing,  and  later  on  a  legal  fight  in  which  the  jury  disagreed, 
leaving  every  one  just  as  wise  as  they  were  before. 

But  it  was  a  terrible  affair.  Twenty-two  persons  were  killed 
outright,  and  nearly  thirty  others  were  dreadfully  burned. 

The  building  was  reduced  1o  ashes,  and,  taken  altogether, 
it  was  a  most  unlucky  night  for  Burling  when  Val,  the  Ven¬ 
triloquist,  first  appeared  in  town. 

Val  A\ns  not  among  the  dead,  but  lie  was  among  the 
wounded. 

Bob  Barker.  Dora  Duclier,  Charley  Bates  aud  Jennie  Row-  j 
ley  all  escaped  unharmed.  “ 

Val  lay  for  three  weeks  at  the  Hanley  House  horribly  j 
burned,  and  with  his  handsome  face  perhaps  disfigured  for 

life. 

Val  was  now  a  town  charge. 

The  Daley  &  Good  company  had  gone  off  and  deserted  him 
without  leaving  one  cent— not  even  the  three  weeks’  pay  com¬ 
ing  to  the  boy— for  his  support. 

When  he  came  crawling  out  of  the  burning  building  with 
his  clothing  all  ablaze  nobody  even  knew  who  he  was.  and  he 
would  have  been  in  a  bad  fix  if  Dr.  Duclier  had  uot  looked 
him  up. 

Actually  Dora  did  it,  for  she  told  her  father  what  had 
happined,  and  when  they  found  Val  with  the  rest  of  the 
‘wounded  in  the  postoffiec  raving  with  the  pain  of  his  burns, 
the  doctor  had  him  taken  at  once  to  t lie  Hanley  House,  aiid 
had  been  “putting  up”  for  him  there  ever  since. 

Now.  the  Hanley  House  was  as  rough  an  old  roost  as  old 
Joe  Hanley,  the  landlord,  was  a  man. 

It  was  one  of  your  old-time  Western  taverns,  with  the  par¬ 
tition  Avails  made  of  cloth  and  paper:  a  most  wretched  place 
to  talk  secrets  in,  for  what  was  said  in  one  room  coukl  be 
-heard  not  only  in  the  next,  but  all  over  the  house. 

Still  it  was  the  only  hotel  in  town,  good  or  bad,  and  here 
Val.  the  Ventriloquist,  lay  ill  for  weeks. 

Everybody  liked  the  boy.  He  was  very  patient,  and  most 
gentlemanly, 

“Val  Voorhees.”  he  claimed  was  his  name,  and  when  people 
asked  him  about  Ids  history  he  declared  that  he  had  neither 
history  nor  friends. 

Everybody  called  on  the  boy.  from  Mayor  More  ley  down 
to  the  scene  shifters  of  the  opera  house. 


Inn 


Dr.  Ducher  looked  In  every  day,  being  a  practicing  Ph^’^ 
as  well  as  a  druggist,  and  Dora  came  often  a 
long  as  propriety  would  permit.  ,  ,  ut 

Charley  Bates  and  Jennie  Rowley  called,  J^be^  now  de- 
the  only  person  who  did  not  come  was  Bob  Bark  , 
cidedly  on  tlie  outs  with  Dora,  as  may  lea  # 

P°Even  Colonel  Smart,  tlie  one  rich  man  of  Burling,  bad 
deigned  to  look  in  upon  the  young  man  and  say  an  eneour 
aging  word,  and  the  voice  and  manner  of  each t  one ot  his .  v  is 
itnra  was  treasured  up  by  Val  as  so  much  capita1  *  J*  n 
upon  later,  for  the  boy  was  not  ouIa  a  hrst-ra  almost 

but  also  an  admirable  mimic,  and  could  impersonate  almost 

any  character  he  chose. 

As  he  lay  there  taking  everything  in  around  him  A  al  h  £ 
a  lot  about  Burling  people  and  politics. 

Among  other  things  he  found  out  that  Colonel  Smart  a. 
thoroughly  hated  as  a  tricky  lawyer,  a  landshark  and  a  .b.A- 
lock;  that  Mayor  Moreley  was  growing  unpopular  because 
it  was  getting*  to  be  believed  that  he  was  playing  into  the 
hands  of  the  Southwestern  Railroad  Company,  who  were  try¬ 
ing  to  get  the  right  from  the  Legislature  to  run  a  branch  line 
through  the  town  to  their  coal  mine,  and  at  the  same  time 
to  dam  up  Wippinger’s  Creek  so  as  to  give  them  a  water 

power  at  the  mines.  .  ,,  „ 

These  two  enterprises  might  be  all  right  lor  the  South¬ 
western  Railroad  Company,  but  they  simply  meant  death  to 
Burling.  Indeed,  this  fact  was  fully  recognized,  and  what 
the  railroad  people  were  trying  ,to  do  was  to  have  the  Legis¬ 
lature  condemn  the  town. 

All  this  Val  learned  as  he  lay  on  his  sick  bed,  and  he  was 
thinking  about  it  one  afternoon  when  Dr.  Duclier,  accom¬ 
panied  by  Dora,  came  bustling  in. 

“Ah,  doctor,  how  are  you?”  a  bluff,  hearty  voice  was  heard 
to  say  in  the  hall  just  before  they  entered. 

There  were  greetings  to  Miss  Dora,  aud  then,  “My  friend, 
Mr.  Tozer,”  was  introduced. 

“That’s  Colonel  Smart  again,”  thought  Val.  “I  wonder  who 
he  has  got  in  tow  now?” 

“Another  of  those  Infernal  railroad  sharks,"  stormed  Dr. 
Ducher,  when  he  and  his  daughter  came  into  the  room.  “By 
heaven,  I’d  like  to  catch  Smart  at  it!  I  believe  the?  are  try¬ 
ing  to  bribe  him  to  put  his  name  to  a  petition  to  have  Burling 
condemned  and  wiped  off  the  map  of  Illinois.  He  holds  a 
mortgage  on  so  much  property  that  once  they  get  his  name 
on  the  book  the  thing  is  almost  as  good  as  done.” 

“Never  mind,  father.”  exclaimed  Miss  Dora,  who  looked 
as  pretty  as  a  peach  that  afternoon.  “We  are  not  here  to 
talk  politics,  but  to  look  after  poor  Val.” 

“Poor  Val!”  chuckled  the  doctor.  “Mighty  familiar  we  are 
getting  to  be!  However,  it’s  all  right,  sis!  How  are  you, 
\  nl,  my  boy?  Some  say  that  Pm  responsible  for  your  troubles, 
though  I  claim  I  am  not.  Anyhow,  you  are  responsible  for 
my  present,  happiness  and  peace  of  mind  all  right,  for  it  was 
you  who  saved  Dora,  and  that  is  something  I  never  can  for¬ 
got.” 

“And  I  am  sure  I  can  never  forget  the  kindness  of  both  of 
you,”  said  Val:  “the  only  growl  I  have  against  you  is  that 
•on  are  ahvays  talking  about  the  slight  service  I  performed 
vhich  you  have  repaid  ten  times  over  by  the  care  you  have 
a  ken  of  me.” 

“Repaid  it!  Nonsense!  Wo  couldn't  repay  it.”  replied  the 
lector  in  a  voice  Avhich  could  be  heard  all  over  the  hotel. 
Jo  said  a  lot  more,  too.  and  he  aars  still  saying  it  when  Val 
mule  a  sign  which  brought  the  doctor’s  ear  doAvn  close  to  his 
nouth. 

“You  wart  to  pretend  to  leave  me  now.  and  sneak  back  into 
lie  room,”  breathed  Val.  “Do  it,  and  do  it  on  the  quiet,  and 
rou  shall  hear  something  which  Avill  interest  this  town.” 

The  doctor  scrcAvod  up  one  eye  and  pointed  to  the  pav- 


“  Right,"  a\  hispered  Val.  “They  are  only  waiting  for  you 
to  go.  They  don’t  mind  me  a  bit.  They  think  I  am  only  a 
poor  ha  mf  at  ter  Without  wit  enough  to  know  what  their  words 
mean.  ” 

“Ah.  ha!”  breathed  the  doctor,  shutting  the  other  eye  and 
a\  inlx  mg  hard.  “You’ve  heard  something,  niv  boy?  is  that 
so?” 

“Yes.” 

“  Well?" 

1  want  you  to  hear  it  for  yourself.  It’s  Colonel  Smart  aud 
Mayor  Moreley.  They  propose  to  sell  out  the  town! 

“Phew!  P-h-e-w!”  Dr.  Ducher  chut  both 
puckering  up  his  mouth,  gave  a  low  whistle. 


and 


YAL  THE  VENTRILOQUIST. 


3 


" W ell,  Tozer,  what  will  you  have  to  drink?”  Colonel 
Smart's  voice  was  heard  saying  in  the  next  room. 

It  couldn't  have  been  plainer  if  it  had  been  right  in  the 
room  with  them. 

“That’s  all  right,  colonel.  I  never  drink.”  the  other’s  voice 
was  hearu  to  repiy. 

'■  Since  when?”  shouted  the  colonel.  “You  were  drinking  all 
right  a  few  moments  ago.” 

‘‘Who  said  I  wasn't?  I  didn’t  speak,”  retorted  Tozer. 

“Yes,  you  did!” 

“No,  I  didn't.  I  don't  know  who  it  was.  Anyhow,  the  treat 
is  on  me.  King  the  bell  and  order  a  quart  of  cham¬ 
pagne.  ” 

“You  did  that,  Val,”  breathed  Dora. 

Val,  lying  on  his  back  looking  as  grave  as  a  deacon,  only 

winked. 

“Good-day,  Val.  See  you  to-morrow,”  Dr.  Dueller's  voice 
was  heard  to  call  out  in  its  usual  fog-horn  style. 

"Oh.  you  rascal!”  chuckled  the  doctor,  who  had  not  spoken 
a  word. 

“Come,  daughter,”  he  said,  in  his  loudest  tones;  “we  must 
be  going.  ” 

He  bustled  out  of  the  room,  leaving  Dora  behind  him,  but 
soon  came  tip-toeing  back  again,  and  cautiously  closed  the 
door. 

“You  are  right,  Val!”  he  whispered.  “Mayor  Moreley  is 
coming.  You  are  dead  right,  boy!  It  is  a' plot  to  sell  out  this 
town!” 


CHAPTER  III. 

VAL  GETS  THE  BIG  MEN  OF  BURLING  INTO  A  FIX. 

Val,  the  Ventriloquist,  was  as  bright  as  a  button,  and  in 
spite  of  the  pain  he  suffered  at  times  his  ears  and  eyes  were 
open  all  the  while. 

This  was  the  second  meeting  in  the  adjoining  room,  which 
had  been  engaged  by  Tozer  the  day  before. 

“Hush!”  breathed  Val,  as  Dr.  Ducher  softly  closed  the  door. 
“Not  a  word!  Not  a  sound!  Leave  it  all  to  me!” 

Then  Val  gave  a  deep  groan;  then  another. 

“I’m  so  glad  they  have  gone,”  he  said  in  a  mumbling  voice. 
“Now  I’ll  get  a  chance  to  sleep.” 

Heavy  footsteps  on  the  stairs. 

“Rat,  tat,  tat!”  at  the  door  of  the  adjoining  room. 

Then  it  was: 

“Ah,  your  Honor!  Glad  to  see  you,  sir!” 

"Colonel,  yours  truly!” 

“Thank  you!  Don’t  mind  if  I  do  have  a  glass  of  cham¬ 
pagne.” 

Glasses  clinked. 

Wine  gurgled. 

A  number  of  polite  nothings  were  said  on  all  sides. 

“They  are  getting  ready  for  business,”  thought  Dr. 

Ducher. 

lie  knew  .7.  C.  Tozer  as  a  shyster  lawyer  in  the  employ  of 
the  Southwestern  Railroad,  and  he  was  prepared  for  the 
worst  from  the  mere  fact  of  the  mayor’s  presence  in  the 
man’s  room. 

“Have  you  decided  to  do  if,  your  Honor?”  Tozer  was  heard 
to  ask  at  last. 

“Yes,”  replied  the  mayor.  “You  can  look  at  the  town  sur- 
vey  book  if  you  wish,” 

“The  rascal!”  Dr.  Ducher  almost  blurted  out. 

At  the  last  town  meeting  it  had  been  specially  ordered  that 
the*  mayor  take  charge  of  the  book  in  order  to  prevent  the 
railroad  people  from  getting  sight  of  it.  as  it  was  greatly 
for  their  interest  to  do.  for  reasons  which  need  not  be  gone 
Into  here.  / 

Val  held  up  his  finger  warniugly.  Dr.  Ducher  put  his*  ear 
against  the  partition  and  lieid  iiis  breath.  Dora  sat  by  the 
bedside  watching  Val. 

“Have  you  got  it  with  you,  your  Honor?'1  asked  Tozer. 

“Perhaps.  Ask  Smart.”  was  the  reply. 

“How  is  it,  colonel?”  added  Tozer. 

“That  depends,”  replied  the  lawyer’s  deep  voice,  and  then 
there  was  a  general  laugh,  while  Dr.  Ducher  shook  his  list 
ai  t he  partition  and  stuffed  his  handkerchief  in  lii.s  mouth. 

•  Vour  Honor,”  said  Tozer,  then,  “where  does  Mrs.  Moreley 

keep  her  bank  account?” 


“Mrs.  Moreley  has  no  bank  account  at  present,”  was  the 
reply. 

“She  ought  to  have  one,”  said  Smart. 

“Certainly  she  ought,”  added  Tozer,  the  briber— for  he  was 
nothing  else. 

“I’m  going  to  Cincinnati  next  week,  Moreley.  I’ll  start  an 
account  for  Mrs.  M.  in  the  Manufacturers’  Bank  for  $5,000  if 
you  wish,”  he  then  said. 

Dr.  Ducher  clenched  his  fist.  Val  sat  up  in  bed. 

He  was  getting  ready  for  business,  for  be  felt  that  the  time 
had  almost  come. 

“There’s  the  book.  Mr.  Tozer,”  Mayor  Moreley’s  voice  sa4d, 
without  answering  directly  the  question  put.  “I  shall  have  to 
produce  it  next  town  meeting,  and  that’s  Saturday  week.  It 
ought  to  give  you  plenty  of  time  to  copy  the  surveys.” 

“Ample,”  was  the  reply.  “I’m  to  take  it,  then?” 

“Yes.” 

“Open  the  door!”  Val  whispered  to  Dr.  Ducher  in  a  voice 
almost  inaudible  to  Dora,  who  sat  beside  the  bed. 

The  doctor  immediately  obeyed. 

Val  did  not  say.  “Now.  watch  me,  ladies  and  gentlemen,” 
but  he  looked  as  though  he  meant  it. 

Putting  his  left  hand  against  his  mouth  and  without  ap¬ 
pearing  to  move  his  lips,  he  threw  his  voice  out  into  the 
hall: 

“Colonel  Smart!  Colonel  Smart!  Just  step  to  the  office  a 
minute,  if  you  please!” 

There  ivas  a  general  scramble  in  the  next  room.  Of  course 
Dr.  Ducher  shut  the  door  in  time  to  prevent  being  caugbt,  for 
the  adjoining  door  was  opened  at  once. 

“No  one  here!”  exclaimed  Smart.  “Strange  way  of  doing 
business  to  yell  up  from  the  office  to  a  man  like  me.  Hold 
on  a  minute,  gentlemen.  I’ll  just  slip  down  and  see  what  it 
means.” 

They  heard  him  on  the  stairs,  and  Val  motioned  to  the  doc¬ 
tor  to  open  the  door  again. 

“Moreley!  Moreley!  Come  down  here,  quick!  Tozer,  too!” 
an  exact  imitation  of  Colonel  Smart’s  voice  was  now  heard 
calling  on  the  stairs. 

The  two  men  rushed  out  of  the  room. 

Something  was  wrong. 

They  could  not  tell  what  it  was,  but  it  was  something, 
sure. 

“Now,  Miss  Dora!”  breathed  Val.  “Quick!  The  book!” 

Dora  was  all  prepared. 

She  glided  into  the  next  room  as  noiselessly  as  if  she  had 
been  a  spirit,  and  in  a  few  seconds  was  back  again  with  the 
book  of  the  town  surveys,  which  Dr.  Ducher  closed  upon  at 
once  and  clapped  under  his  coat. 

“Val.  you  have  saved  the  town!”  he  whispered.  “With  this 
in  their  possession,  the  railroad  people  would  have  floored  us. 
Without  it,  it  will,  take  them  three  months  to  make  their 
next  move.  Now,  then,  to  get  Dora  and  me  out  of  here  un¬ 
seen.  ” 

“Glad  to  have  the  chance  to  pay  up  for  the  kindness  shown 
me,”  replied  Val,  “but  if  you  will  allow  me  to  say  so.  I  don't 
think  you  need  fear  anybody.  Show  yourself.  Let  them  be 
afraid.” 

“You’re  right.”  said  the  doctor,  “and  I’ll  do  it  as  soon  as 
you  give  the  word.” 

“Here  they  come!”  whispered  Dora,  for  their  footsteps  were 
heard  on  the  stairs. 

“Now,  doctor!”  breathed  Val. 

Without  a  word  Dr.  Ducher.  taking  Dora  on  his  arm,  walked 
out  into  the  hall  just  in  time  to  meet  Colonel  Smart,  Mayor 
Moreley  and  Tozer,  the  shyster,  at  the  head  of  the  stairs.* 

The  effect  was  like  the  shock  of  an  electric  battery  upon 
all  three:  they  threw  up  their  bauds  and  started  back. 

“Don’t  forget  the  $5,000  for  Mrs.  Moreley!”  Val  called  out 
in  Colonel  Smart’s  voice,  throwing  the  sound  to  the  stairs,  for 
lie  had  now  crawled  out  of  bed  and  was  peeping  around  the 
corner  of  the  door. 

“What  do  you  mean,  you  scoundrel!”  roared  the  mayor, 
turning  on  the  colonel  as  tierce  as  a  tiger. 

“1  never  spoke!  Same  business!”  bawled  Smart,  and  in 
his  effort  to  dodge  the  mayor  he  lost  his  balance  and  tumbled 
backward  downstairs,  much  to  the  astonishment  of  the  clerk 
of  the  Hanley  House  and  the  men  sitting  about  the  office,  who 
began  to  suspect  that  Colonel  Smart  and  t lit*  mayor  were 
both  drunk. 

“You  did  say  it!  1  heard  you!”  roared  his  Honor.  “You 
are  making  a  fool  of  me.  I  want  you  to  understand  I’m  a. 
gentleman!  You  shall  pay  for  this!” 
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val  the  ventriloquist. 


Smart  sprain:  to  It  is  feet,  and  they  flow  at  each  other  like 
a  couple  of  professionals. 

“Go  it,  gentlemen!  ranch  thunder  out  of  each  other, 
roared  Dr.  Pucher,  as.  shaking  with  laughter,  he  led  Dora 
past  the  desk. 

‘‘I’ve  been  robbed!  I’ve  been  robbed  of  valuable  papers. 
There’s  a  thief  in  this  house!”  yelled  .T.  C,  Tozer’s  voice,  as 
that  individual  appeared  at  the  head  of  the  stairs. 

It  was  a  lively  scene,  and  no  mistake. 

The  mayor  and  the  colonel  were  sailing  into  each  other  In 
great  style,  and  nobody  liked  to  interfere. 

If  anybody  had  looked  up  they  would  have  seen  Val.  the 
Ventriloquist,  looking  down  over  the  banisters  for  a  single 

instant. 

“I've  been  robbed!  Thieves!  Police!  Police!”  Tozer’s  voice 
yelled  again. 

“It’s  a  lie!  It's  a  trick!  1  never  spoke!”  roared  the  railroad 
company’s  briber  then,  amazed  at  the  sound  of  his  own  voice 
when  he  had  not  really  uttered  a  word. 

Yet  lie  knew  that  the  book  was  missing,  for  he  ran  into  the 
room  to  get  it,  only  to  find  it  gone. 

What  he  did  not  call  out,  but  would  have  liked  to,  were  the 
words  Val  put  into  his  mouth. 

“It’s  that  ventriloquist  boy.  I'll  bet  on  it!”  shouted  the 
hotel  clerk. 

The  mayor  had  done  up  the  colonel  in  the  third  round,  so 
to  speak,  and  Dr.  Ditcher  and  Dora  had  taken  themselves 

off. 

All  hands  made  for  Val's  room  then. 

They  had  to  break  the  door  in,  and  when  they  did  it  that 
“ventriloquist  boy”  was  sound  asleep,  and  as  the  clerk  ex¬ 
pressed  it,  “snoring  to  beat  the  band.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

V AT,  BLUFFS  THF.  MAYOR. 

“Is  he  really  asleep?” 

“Not  at  all!  He’s  only  shamming!”  growled  Mr.  .T.  C.  Tozer, 
as  the  clerk  of  the  Hanley  House  with  this  remark  bent  over 

Val. 

“Wake  up,  here!  Wake  up,  Val!”  cried  the  clerk. 

He  did  not  like  to  touch  the  boy.  l'or  his  body  was  pretty 
well  bandaged  up. 

“Hello!  Say.  what's  the  matter?”  cried  Val,  opening  his 
eyes  and  starting  up.  “Has  the  doctor  goue?” 

“He’s  goue,  and  you  know  it  very  well,”  replied  the  clerk. 
“Look  here,  no  nonsense,  Val.  This  gentleman  has  been 
robbed  of  valuable  papers  iu  ilie  next  room.” 

"And  I  am  accused?  Search  me!  Search  the  bed!  Search 
tin*  room  thoroughly!  If  I'm  a  thief,  prove  it!  Prove  it,  I 
say!” 

Val  worked  himself  up  into  a  great  rage. 

“Hold  on!  I  didn't  say  it  was  papers.  It  was  a  book  about 
so  size,  with  a  black  leather  cover,  that  Mayor  Moreley  loaned 
me!”  interposed  Tozer. 

“You  did  say  it  was  papers,”  declared  the  clerk. 

“Of  course  he  did,”  added  one  of/- the  guests,  who  had  come 
up  from  the  hotel  lobby  to  see  what  all  the  row  was  about. 

“Call  up  the  mayor!  He’ll  prove  it!”  suggested  another. 

“The  mayor  is  having  a  prize  tight  with  Colonel  Smart,” 

,  said  a  third. 

“Oh.  no!  It's  all  over.  Smart  has  skipped  out.  and  the 
mayor  Is  washing  his  face!”  exclaimed  a  fourth. 

They  were  all  talking  and  laughing  together  but  Val,  and 
ho  wisely  kept  his  mouth  shut. 

Some  one  went  downstairs  for  the  mayor  and  brought  him 
up,  although  he  came  most  unwillingly. 

"We  want  you  to  Ik*  present  while  we  search  this  young 
man’s  room  and  set*  if  w<*  can  find  the  book  you  gave  Mr. 
Tozer,”  said  the  hotel  clerk. 

“Book  1  gave  Mr.  Tozer!  I  never  -gave  1dm  any  book," 
growled  tin*  mayor,  with  his  hand  over  a  badly  blackened 
optic.  “I  don’t  know  what  lie  means.  1  won't  stand  this. 
This  is  blackmail!  I  know  nothing  about  any  robbery.  I  j 
,-aine  here  with  Colonel  Smart  to  call  on  this  man  on  import¬ 
ant  business.  We  quarreled— no  matter  about  what.  As  for 
any  robbery,  I  know  nothing  about  it  at  all.” 

“Search  tin*  room!  Prove  it!  The  book  Is  here!”  persisted 
j,  <J.  Tozer,  glaring  fiercely  at  the  rnn.vor.  ] 


There  was  a  lot  more  said.  We  cannot  begin  to  report  all 
of  it. 

In  the  end  the  room  was  thoroughly  searched. 

Of  course  the  town  survey  book  was  not  found,  much  to 
the  mayor’s  relief. 

Through  it  all  Val.  the  Ventriloquist,  kept  a  still  tongue, 
except  to  protest  mildly  that  he  knew  nothing  about- the  mat¬ 
ter. 

They  gave  it  up  at  last  and  let  him  alone. 

J.  C.  Tozer  went  away  on  the  next  train. 

The  affair  got  into  the  local  papers,  and  under  the  heading, 
“Queer  Row  at  the  Hanley  House,”  a  garbled  account  of  it 
was  given  to  the  world. 

Nobody  could  make  head  nor  tail  of  it.  however,  for  no¬ 
body  dreamed  that  it  was  the  town  survey  book  that  was  iu 
question. 

Many  suspected  Mayor  Moreley  of  mischief,  but  Val  and 
Dr.  Ducker  kept  their  counsel,  and  of  course  Dora  never  said 
a  word. 

So  matters  quieted  down,  and  two  weeks  drifted  by. 

Meanwhile  Val  hung  around  the  hotel. 

People  tried  to  get  him  to  exhibit  bis  powers  as  a  ventrilo¬ 
quist.  but  Val  always  refused. 

He  was  almost  well  now,  and  more  than  one  person  asked 
him  when  he  was  going  to  leave  them,  to  which  Val  always 
replied  that  he  did.  not  know. 

Meanwhile  Burling  was  full  of  rumors  about  the  South¬ 
western  Railroad. 

One  day  it  was  that  the  entire  town  had  been  condemned 
and  every  house  on  both  sides  of  Wippinger's  Creek  had  got 
to  be  removed  within  a  year.  v 

Next  day  this  would  be  contradicted,  and  the  rumors  ran 
that  the  railroad  company  had  bought  up  the  Legislature  and 
got  the  right  to  run  their  tracks  anywhere  through  the  town, 
paying  what  they  pleased  for  property  occupied. 

Then  it  would  be  the  old  rumor  of  a  dam  on  the  creek,  and 
the  whole  town  site  turned  into  a  pond. 

People  began  to  get  wild  over  the  matter. 

Property  values  were  dropping  daily,  and  some  one  was 
buying  up  at  the  low  prices. 

There  could  be  no  doubt  that  the  railroad  company  started 
these  rumors;  that  they  were  trying  to  absorb  the  town. 

The  day  before  the  annual  town  meeting  was  flu*  first  day 
Val  ventured  to  leave  tbe  hotel. 

He  was  walking  past  the  ruins  of  the  opera  house  with  the 
help  of  his  cane,  when  who  should  he  run  into  but  his  nonor 
the  mayor. 

Mr.  Moreley  had  a  bluff,  hearty  way  about  him— an  imi¬ 
tation  of  Colonel  Smart's  style— which  lie  sometimes  put  on. 
and  could  always  put  on  to  order.  He  gave  Val  an  example 
of  it  now  by  exclaiming: 

“Well,  young  man!  How  are  you?  Glad  to  see  you  about 
again.” 

Then  the  mayor  shook  hands. 

Next  he  invited  Val  to  step  into  his  paint  store  a.ud 
rest. 

Val  responded  heartily;  shook  hands  raid  went  into  the  paint 
store.  He  was  curious  to  hear  what  the  mavor  had  to 
say. 

Mr.  Moreley  led  the  boy  into  his  private  office,  a  sizable 
room  in  the  rear,  with  two  windows  opening  on  the  alley. 

^  al  was  given  a  chair,  and  the  bookkeeper  sent  away  on 
an  errand  and  then,  when  there  was  no  witness  present. 
Mayor  Moreley  “took  off  the  brakes,”  so  to  speak  and  let 
himself  go. 

1(  " -Yow,  then,  boy,  what  became  of  that  book?”  he  demanded. 

Oh,  don  t  look  n.1  me  in  that  Innocent  w:iv!  You  know  very 

well  what  1  mean.  Did  you  take  that  book  out  of  Tozer’s 
room?” 


"I  certainly  did  not,  sir. 
hands  on  it!”  Val  replied. 

"It  was  Doc  Ducher  then! 
time.  I’m  sure  of  it!  You 
What’s  that?” 


I  never  saw  the  book  or  laid 

lie  was  in  your  room  all  the 
can  t  fool  me — -  Jerusalem! 


over  the  closed  glass  door  of  ihe  office  was  an  oneu  tran 
sum.  and  through  that  transom  n  wild,  discordant  squeal 
came  flying  in.  ^ 

It  was  like  a  rat  squealing  in  the  jaws  of  a  cat. 

Mayor  Moreley  sprang  up,  threw  open  tin*  office  door  and 
ran  out. 

He  didn’t  tind  the  cat,  and  he  didn’t  And  the  rai,  and  when 
he  came  back  into  the  office  again  he  didn't  And  Yah 
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All  lie  did  fiml  was  an  open  window  low  down  on  the  floor, 
through  which  Val  had  slipped  out  into  the  alley  and  disap¬ 
peared. 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  ROW  AT  THE  TOWN  MEETING. 

There  was  a  great  crowd  at  the  town  meeting  next  day. 
Every  property  owner  in  Burling  was  present,  of  course,  and 
a  great  many  who  not  only  never  owned  any  property,  but 
were  never  likely  to. 

Mayor  Moreley  was  there;  Colonel  Smart  was  there;  Gal¬ 
loway.  the  grocer,  and  Hanley,  the  hotel-keeper,  were  both  on 

hand. 

Dr.  Ducher  came  in  late,  just  after  the  meeting  was  opened 
by  Mr.  Galloway,  who  was  chosen  moderator. 

The  doctor  took  his  seat  on  the  right,  near  Colonel  Smart, 
at  whom  he  never  even  looked,  which  most  people  thought 
was  strange. 

Away  over  in  one  corner  of  the  town  hall,  under  the  gal¬ 
lery,  sat  our  friend  Val,  the  boy  ventriloquist,  who  had  been 
left  behind  by  the  Daley  &  Good,  combination. 

No  one  paid  the  least  attention  to  him.  No  one  even 
thought  of  him.  There  he  sat,  leaning  his  head  against  the 
wall. 

First  it  was  town  business,  and  when  that  was  settled. 
Grocer  Galloway,  with  “blood  in  his  eye,”  got  up  and  made 
a  ringing  speech  about  the  sad  condition  of  the  town. 

He  talked  for-  nearly  twenty  minutes,  and  he  talked 
well.  v 

"Why,  gentlemen,”  he  wound  up  by  saying,  “our  property 
values  here  are  growing  beautifully  less  every  day.  If  some¬ 
thing  isn’t  done  we  might  better  all  sell  out  to  the  railroad 
company  on  the  best  terms  we  can  make,  pull  up  stakes  and 
get  away  from  town.  I  call  for  a  committee  to  prepare  a  bill 
for.  the  Legislature  which  wall  positively  prohibit  the  appropri- 
“  jn  of  Wippinger’s  Creek  by  the  railroad.  If  this  can  be 

*  J  through  we  are  safe.  ” 

.^polonel  Smart  got  up  and  opposed  the  motion.  He  thought 
t » r  rumors  were  exaggerated,  that  the  railroad  company  had 
j.iintention  of  Interfering  with  the  creek.  As  for  the  valua- 
t  fn  of  property,  he  held  his  just  as  high  as  ever.  It  was  all 
j  n sense  to  take  the  sales  of  a  few  persons  who  had  become 
tightened  as  anything  to  go  by.  He  saw  no  necessity  for  the 
proposed  committee,  and  so  on,  until  the  time  allowed  him  to 
speak  was  up  and  the  moderator  ordered  him  to  sit  down. 

Dr.  Ducher  followed  with  a  ringing  speech  against  the  rail¬ 
road.  and  moved  the  appointment  of  the  committee. 

The  motion  was  put  to  the  meeting,  and  carried  by  an  over¬ 
whelming  vote. 

All  this  time  Val  sat  with  his  head  against  the  wall  watch¬ 
ing  and  listening. 

Val  was  looking  for  a  little  fun. 

So  was  Dora  Ducher  and  her  friend  Jennie  Rowley,  and  a 
number  of  other  girls  and  boys  who  were  up  in  the  front 
seats  of  the  gallery  ready  for  business  just  as  soon  as  Dora 
gave  them  the  cue;  but  except  the  doctor’s  daughter  not  one 
of  them  ever  thought  of  Val.  It  was  a  case  of  “follow  your 
leader,”  and  Dora  was  the  leader.  It  was  she  who  had  ar¬ 
ranged  it  all. 

Old  Joe  Hanley,  Mr.  Galloway  and  Dr.  Ducher  were  ap¬ 
pointed  on  the  committee. 

Some  one  nominated  Mayor  Moreley,  but  he  was  voted 
down,  and  so  when  the  chosen  ones  went  on  the  platform  the 
mayor  remained  in  his  seat  glaring  at  Val,  who  never  even 
Glanced  his  way. 

Suddenly  just  as  the  moderator  was  addressing  the  meet¬ 
ing  on  a  point  of  order,  everybody  heard  Colonel  Smart  call 
out  from  his  seat: 

“1  move  that  Mayor  Moreley  turn  the  town  survey  book 
over  to  the  custody  of  the  committee  right  now.” 

“Second  the  motion!”  cried  a  dozen  voices,  while  the  mayor 
turned  fiery  red. 

"Colonel  Smart’s  motion  is  a  good  one,  and  it  should  be 
carried—  began  Bob  Barker’s  father,  who  was  a  profes¬ 
sional  speech-maker,  and  on  his  feet  whenever  he  got  the 
chance. 

I  never  made  the  motion!”  the  colonel  called  out. 

Never  made  it!  Why,  of  course  you  made  it!”  exclaimed 

i  he  moderator. 


“I  say  1  didn’t!  Some  one  is  imitating  my  voice - ” 

“You’re  a  liar.  Smart!  I  heard  you  make  it!”  everybody 
heard  the  mayor  call  out. 

Then  the  fun  began  “for  fair." 

The  moderator  rapped  for  order  as  the  town  land-shark 
howled  out: 

“Liar  yourself!  I  never  made  the  motion,  but  I  make  it 
now!  Produce  the  book,  if  you  haven’t  sold  it  to  the  railroad 
company!” 

“That’s  just  what  1  have  done!”  everybody  in  the  hall  dis¬ 
tinctly  heard  the  mayor  exclaim. 

Cries  of  “Fraud!”  “Traitor!”  “Scoundrel!”  “He’s  selling 
out  the  town!”  were  then  heard  all  over  the  room. 

“Ha,  ha,  ha!  I’m  glad  to  hear  you  own  up  to  the  truth!” 
Colonel  Smart’s  voice  was  heard  to  exclaim,  which  drove  the 
land-shark  almost  wild,  seeing  that  lie  had  never  said  any 
such  thing. 

“It’s  that  infernal  ventriloquist  boy!”  bawled  the  mayor. 
“He’s  in  the  ball  somewhere.  It’s  an  outrage  and  a  shame! 
Let  him  be  found  and  put  out!” 

Val  was  invisible  now,  and  as  lint  few  present  knew  him 
or  understood  who  the  mayor  referred  to.  the  words  fell  flat 

“Produce  the  book!”  the  people  cried. 

“Get  on  the  platform  and  tell  us  all  about  it!" 

“How  much  did  the  railroad  company  pay  you?” 

“What’s  your  price,  Moreley?” 

“Aren’t  you  going  to  stand  treat  on  the  boodle,  old 
man?” 

These  and  a  dozen  similar  cries  came  from  different  parts 
of  the  room. 

Val.  crouching  in  the  seat,  started  them.  Others  took  them 
up.  Colonel  Smart,  seeing  how  the  ease  stood,  wisely  con¬ 
trolled  himself,  and  held  his  tongue. 

Goaded  to  fury,  the  mayor  stepped  on  the  platform. 

“I  want  every  one  to  understand  that  this  is  a  trick!”  he 
started.  “I  want - ” 

"Hold  on,  your  Honor!”  broke  in  Dr.  Ducher.  raising  bis 
hand.  “You  can  soon  settle  this.  Produce  the  book!  Order 
is  what  we  want,  fellow  townsmen.  (Jive  the  mayor  a  chance 
to  explain!” 

Silence  fell  upon  the  meeting  then. 

Next  to  the  mayor  himself  the  most  troubled  face  present 
was  that  of  Colonel  Smart.  He  was  on  pins  and  needles,  so 
to  speak,  wondering  what  was  coming  next. 

“I  want  to  state.”  began  Mr.  Moreley,  whose  face  was  very 
red;  “I  want  to  state,  fellow  townsmen,  that  by  an  accident 
which  I  cannot  account  for - ’’ 

“Produce  the  book!" 

“Hang  the  accident!” 

“Send  over  to  the  railroad  company  after  it!" 

“Produce  the  book!” 

His  Honor's  tormentors  were  at  it  again,  and  the  cries  were 
coming  from  all  over  the  room. 

“I  canot  produce  the  book!”  he  blurted  out,  desperately,  and 
he  was  going  on  to  say  more,  when  Dr.  Ducher  arose,  and, 
holding  up  the  survey  book,  called  out:  “Here  it  is,  More¬ 
ley.  Never  mind!” 

His  Honor  almost  threw  a  fit. 

“Where— where  did  you  get  it?”  he  stammered  out-. 

Then  everybody  heard  Colonel  Smart  exclaim— or  thought 
they  did:  “Say.  Moreley,  what’s  the  use  playing  off?  You 
sold  the  book  to  Tozer  for  $5,000  at  my  suggestion.  Do  as  l 
do.  Own  up  like  a  man!”. 

“Flames  and  fiends!  Where  is  that  blame  ventriloquist?” 
yelled  Colonel  “Land-shark,”  springing  up  wildly,  while  the 
mayor  could  only  stand  there  with  his  mouth  wide  open  and 
stare. 

This  was  the  signal  for  the  gallery. 

‘Give  it  to  him,  girls!”  cried  Dora  Ducher. 

“Let  the  traitors  have  it!"  echoed  Jennie  Rowley. 

“Play  away,  boys!”  yelled  Charley  Bates. 

Business  began  then. 

A  storm  of  aged  eggs  and  decayed  vegetables,  etc.,  began 
to  descend  from  the  gallery  upon  those  below. 

The  mayor  got  a  rotten  egg  full  in  ids  open  mouth. 

Colonel  Smart  felt  something  drop  on  his  shiny,  tall  hat, 
which  proved  to  be  a  squash  well  advanced  on  the  road  of 
decay. 

Then  it  was  one  tiling  and  then  another,  until  somebody 
threw  a  dead  duck  ou  the  platform  with  a  big  card  labeled 
“Moreley”  tied  about  its  neck. 

Then  they  gave  it  up,  and  the  meeting  adjourned  in  great 
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who^had  sneaked  oSt  by'thf  TAX  f°r  VaI’  the  Ventriloquist, 
work.  1  b>  the  slde  door,  well  satisfied  with  his 


CHAPTER  VI. 

BRlBErt  T0ZER  GET*  himself  into  trouble  again. 


Ills.  1  " <KS  a  t01I  lble  kick'uP  iu  Burling  over  tlie  town  meet- 
Ducboybougin  "better  sa6  "'as  r°'  Dr. 

?"*  by  "lajwMml?  ""atast^Dr"  nH>'i  SU',S  'r"r<?  s,arted- 
Smart  also  againsi  rJ!^aiUStA  r)F,‘  Richer,  one  by  Colonel 
laughed  snanned  hi‘  «  ^ 01  ’  a  all  of  which  the  doctor  only 

They  will  rn-ver  come  “Id:.  "^re  bluff 

Vo  ]  ^  ‘  '  tonie  t0  trial!  J^ever  in  the  world  ” 
there.  S  “  e"Pse“™'  h*  Chic:, go.  for  he  was  known 

tsr.JiTif street  «*-««.  -♦  «<• 

forma  nee.  and  there  is  imt  hVh  1  ^as  a  continuous  per- 
fame  in  a  house  Uke  {hat  chance  to  mak*  an  me  or 

come  out  toSSJSn $7  ^  a  Ietter  Writing  him  to 

.von."  ttieMteiwTO^oiTto^nv^ThJ^  thatllob°dy  will  know 
Powered  to  employ  a  detective  nt  T  co.mmittee  has  been  em- 
S25  a  week.  If  v‘ou  want  the  ioh  V2alary  of  not  exceeding 
grot  out  this  plot  aSnst  the  tow,  J"rs'  Duties  ale 
•  believe  you  ran  do  It  just  ns  will  ,1°  'he  ™'-T  botto“-  I 
tectiro  who  ever  lived:  but  no  one  should?  P1'0fe,ss,011al  <te- 

“*■ but  *■»-«  Z 

advai,1ee,«pensM^rasDhe!putilin0Sed  3  Cl'ec'k  for  W  “for 
alMbi/^°;3?^'  d~va,  had  hud  some  talk  about 

seven 

charge  of  Dora.  W  "as  there  at  the  station  in 

any  onecould  have reld* hS-’thmi-ht had  e?pected’  and  if 
how  disappointed  she.  was.  '  *  tbey  would  have  known 

Dora  drove  home,1  aiJS  ®Jraighl  to  the  Hanley  House, 
her  astonishment,  Colonel  s  reached  there  she  saw  to 

“Tta^w-n  ,in  lBW •  SSiStal,tS2?D*  0n  tb"  «*«»  bilking 

.enJ,;"„t,r,UI^  be  Zrc'”  *•»«*«  ^  fat»^  »v.  “I’ll  a, 

Is  on  our  side."  ^  Never  doubt  that  old  Joe  Hanley 

WDoi5D  nf^™e^lI|^l^at*1^e^hd,li?mrrled  d°wn  the  gravel 
'  h°  WatChiDg  ^  going  toward  the 

“Oh!  dAhV  Didn’t f£p ?6V  cnllfd  out- 
come  to-morrow,”  replied  the  ^  T‘\  Wel1’  be  will  probably 
Peculiar  chuckles,  and  he  b<s 

Several  who*  bowed  loTlm^^  °?  towaid  tlle  hotel 
Fast  ‘  WaS  generally  understood  thatch?  l0,°ked  surprised, 

SSS^F^  inatterwitb 

-WM  hla^'anikerehlef  "*«»  «-  I 

zs<£  ;;ay  tbat  “i8  I 
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"1-e  he  rapped  smartly  on  the  door  with  the  hniuii*  ,r  i< 
umbrella  still  keeping  his  handkerchief  to  his  eve  f  °  ■ 

door  T*  CallGd  a  Voice’  aud  Tozer.  the  briber,  opened  the 

Tozer?”  a nd^WW^’if re  ’VOU'  colonel?”  and  “How  are  von 
tuf  li,  ;  Whats  matter  with  your  evev»  after  wi, St 

the  toli.iwing  conversation  took  place-  ‘  '  ter  whIch 

Tozer. iat  brougbt  you  back  so  sudden,  colonel?"  M 
iow!”ineSS  ln  Cbicag0*”  ^a«  the  reply.  “Thought  Fd  let  vo tj 

SS  25&5S}  rSjStaI  J.  r  .-to 

I  don  t  want  to  try  it  a^ain  ”  feU  Ioud  talking,  and 

CuisTiiaa  left  town!-"1*""8"  '  »*»  Infernal  ventrllo- 

wha?  y'ou'say  aboKe^octe  %*'?'*/'“'  *?*■  '»  «""«  <* 

d0.!™,,?  busiaess<  suppose  we  have  a  di-ink?"'  b"f°‘'e  we  get 
i  uppose  we  put  off  having  a  drink  nntii 
business.  This  cinder  in  mv  eve  arts  ^  «W?  are  tbroiJ«li 

tw„wa?-8oon  as  1  «*”•  «.  t%'T  wbars  ;n°  z~. 

ing  forward,  and  lowering1  llis  voice^lmosT  10°'  ^  ,briber’  lean‘  i 
have  decided  to  adopt  your  pian  «  1  a  whlsPer-  “We 

“Give  it  a  name,  pleased”  man*V  plaus>  muttered  the  colonel, 
creek  for  “ten'thou^nd8  doUais  cash pWdry  propcrty  by  tbe 

^  ^?ae  -  Y°U  -w,  ^ 

Pat  a  gang  % teiW  a“d  we  shall 
say  the  word.  They  will  iTuflr?  !,  S  f0rue  niSht.  if  you  . 
m  one  night,  everything  beln-^n  ^  niffbt  across  tbe  creek! 
will  flood  the  best  part  of  in/'+d  ready,  of  course.  That 

before  they  eau  possibw  „°bta to  ^nlnuTr  U  wll!  a»  be  done 
here  are  the  plans  alf  drawn  im  t  + \10n  agaiast  us.  See. 
te  l  me  what  you  think- —  Heavens f  w»°kf>tllem  0Ver>  and' 
Fire!  Fire!  Fire!”  catens.  I\  hat’s  that?” 

Briber  Tozei^  sprang^to^h'^r^^  °Pen  window-  jT'i  j 

“I  can’t  see  any  fire!”  he^ V\cla riied^  tbrust  bis  head \ 

There  was  no  answer.  1  Med'  U 

iu  his  head 'in  a  hurl y^1'  lawyer  as  strange,  and  he  plod 
Th!  qiUiCk  enouf?h,  though. 

So  hSd ["colonel11  sSt  dam  lmd  disaPPeared. 


<  When  T  C?,.°ne!.  SmaEt-  -  V 

it  locked  o°n ' 'tli?  outside!  tbe  d°°r  aUd  tried  to  °Pcu  it  he  found 


CHAPTER  VII. 
briber  tozer  gets  kicked  out. 

Ill  the  Hanley  °House  nt^n'u  d°0r’  (iua'k!’' 

^rSi.  25  ™ 
smart  a 

t,  sr- 

Did  you  get  them?”  hi. _  .. 


to 


.. rw,  it  ani 

UIU  .VOU  get  them  M”  i 

“Yes.  ye.s!  Softly’*  p1  vv^’m1  tbe  doeb,r- 
ulck!  You  take  tht*  pa n  '  i  S1>oil  a11  to  let  him 
change  my  clothes  ” 1  **  nud  ^ive  me  the  grip  1 

Hie  doctor  w.o  . 


US 


«•  .  |  ,,  .  -  — ui  ujy  | 

his  brogue  and  giring  thr!Sne?a  'X  'a^dl1°rd’  droppIng  into  1 
.von  do  it  well!  Ifs  not  t,.-,  .  8  -r  pokt  111  the  ribs 

lM:  !«-r  geuZ  oTio&ZHXy  ^  ’ 


the  Doe  will  ! 


that  will  ever  he  after  go  ft  in, 
be  there  all  right.” 

"Hush!  You’ll  give  me  awnv  >• 

and  th*-  colonel  walked  nnsrairs  to  !aS  tbe  whispered  renlv 
u«t  to  the  corner  „f  theTrrSor  "  No-  »•  "bid,  Taa' 


Quick 

t0Th"T.Uy  Cl°thes  . ••'•gup.  1 

sized  th(i  paPw^1  whk-h '  Va]  "hamle  l^  °°ming  fui’war,l 
sized  grip  upon  the  bed  1  uded  bllU«  and  placed  a 

The  {loom rS  Wa*  "P»k™  for  several  m 
of  the  new  da m  wm/:  'he  pT«i2  „SS 

whieh  had  help^l  ^  ^,1  P'db’d  off  the  W  g  an7,nnsl, 
changed  Ids  elothes^  uu  M,  T"  “H  S,,«rt 

Juniper  and  a  ragL  ^i  ,  ^  0,1  a  >«»hhv.-h  ui 
being  carefully  SSfi  aw.^f  °Vt>r  ir-  the  mi, 

‘NUW*  d^  a-  ^  moment'  r 
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want 
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lamb-like  in  his  room  doing:  nothing:  and  sayiug  nothing. 

Things  were  not  going  that  way  at  all. 

1'irst  it  was  banging  and  kicking  on  the  door,  then  it  was 
violently  ringing  the  bell;  then  it  was  bawling  out:  “Open 
the  (loot*!  I've  been  robbed!  Open  the  door!” 

The  hotel  people  were  a  long  time  in  responding,  but  of 
course  they  had  to  come  at  last. 

When  they  did  come  they  came  with  a  rush.  Landlord 
Hanley  fixed  that  all  right. 

If  was  clerks  and  porters  and  bell-boys  and  chambermaids 

a  regular  crowd,  and  among  them  was  a  young  fellow  wear¬ 
ing  a  blue  jumper  and  a  ragged  coat,  whom  nobody  knew. 

The  clerk  opened  the  door  with  a  pass-key,  and  the  redoubt¬ 
able  Mr.  Tozer  came  tumbling  out,  white  with  rage,  and 
roaring  that  he  had  been  robbed. 

“Where  is  he?  Where’s  that  scoundrel  Smart?”  he  yelled. 

"Hold  on!  Hold  on!”  cried  Mr.  Hanley.  “Who  the  thunder 
are  yez  talking  about?  Sure  Colonel  Smart  is  in  New  York, 
as  everybody  knows!” 

“Then  it’s  that  infernal  ventriloquist  boy  again.  He’s 
played  me  this  trick!” 

“Ah,  rats!  Rubbish!  Sure  the  boy  left  two  weeks  ago,  and 
nobody  knows  where  he’s  gone.  Git  out  of  my  house,  you 
noisy  beggar!  You  come  here  full  and  kick  up  a  row  again, 
and  I’ll  wipe  the  floor  with  you,  so  I  will!” 

Tozer  was  scared.  Like  most  men  of  his  class  he  was  at 
heart  a  coward. 

"I  shall  hold  this  house  responsible  for  what  I’ve  lost,”  he 
said,  sulkily.  “I’ll  get  out.  I  wouldn’t  stay  in  your  dirty 
old  hen-roost.  Everybody  in  it  is  a  thief.” 

These  last  words  followed  right  on  after  the  others. 

The  commotion  which  they  produced  can  easily  be  imagined, 
but  the  joke  of  it  was  the  shyster  lawyer  never  spoke  them 
at  all.  It  was  Val. 

Everybody  went  for  Tozer  at  once. 

The  chambermaid  hit  him  over  the  head  with  her  broom, 
the  hall  boys  and  the  porter  made  a  rush  for  him  and  punched 
his  face,  while  Hanley,  with  many  words,  caught  him  by  the 
back  of  the  neck,  ran  him  downstairs,  and  actually  kicked  him 
out  of  the  house  in  the  full-  belief  that  he  had  made  the  in¬ 
sulting  remarks  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  knew  Val  was  in 
th£  crowd. 

Downstairs  came  Dr.  Due  her  slick  and  smiling. 

“Well,  well,  Brother  Hanley!  What’s  the  matter?”  he  ex¬ 
claimed.  “You  seem  ruffled.  Has  anything  gone  wrong?” 

Hanley  grinned,  threw  open  the  door  of  his  private  office, 
and  invited  the  doctor  in. 

The  man  of  pills  and  plasters  had  scarcely  seated  himself 
before  a  side  door  opened  and  Val  in  his  disguise  slipped  into 
the  room.  1 

“Get  ’em.  Doc?”  asked  Hanley. 

“Of  course.  Val  drew  him  out  in  fine  style.  The  scheme 
is  to  build  a  dam  in  one  night  and  flood  the  lower  part  of  the 
town,  leaving  us  poor  property  owners  to  make  the  most  of 
it,  and  have  the  dam  taken  away  if  we  can.” 

Old  -Toe  Hanley  did  some  tall  talking  then. 

The  doctor  opened  the  plans  out  on  the  table,  and  they  be¬ 
gan  examining  them. 

“This  will  knock  them  out  for  a  while,”  growled  the  land¬ 
lord.  “It  will  take  time  to  do  all  this  work  over  again.” 

“Look.”  said  ATal.  pointing  to  the  word  “duplicate,”  printed 
over  the  top  of  the  plan.  “Those  fellows  take  no  chances,” 
he  added.  "There's  another  one  just  like  it  where  this  came 
from.  Doctor,  there’s  only  one  way,  and  that’s  the  way  I 
said.  ’’ 

“Right!”  said  the  doctor,  “and  it  shall  be  done.  One  thing 

sure.  Smart  will  sell  the  foundry  property  for  $10,000  as 
soon  as  he  comes  back  from  the  East.  lie  will  be  only  too 
glad  of  the  chance.” 

•‘Then  our  plan  goes?”  asked  Val. 

“Yes.”  said  the  doctor. 

“All  right,  then.  I’ll  get  right  to  work.  Better  throw  those 
things  in  the  fire  after  you  get  through  with  them.  They 
will  only  make  trouble  if  they  a  re  ‘preserved.  ” 

•I  ll  take  care  of  that.”  said  the  doctor.  "You  take  care  of 
your  end  of  the  work,  Val.” 

Whai  did  I>r.  Ditcher  mean? 

!r  would  take  too  long  to  explain  all  the  conversation  he 
and  Val  had  had.  but  right  here  wo  will  mention  that  a  young 
fellow  wearing  a  blue  jumper  under  a  ragged  coat  from  that 
<Ja-  forward  began  to  make  his  presence  felt  in  town. 

’  lie  rook  possession  of  a  little  shop  down  near  the  old  iron 
foundry,  which  was  the  property  of  Dr.  Ducher. 

Here  be  put  out  a  sign  which  read: 


“J.  Havens.  Bicycles  Repaired.  Agent  for  the  Sunrise 
j  Wheel.  ” 

When  the  shop  opened,  which  it.  did  a  day  or  two  after  the 
affair  at  the  hotel,  J.  Havens  was  found  all  ready  for  business 
with  new  bikes  in  the  front  room  and  old  ones  in  the 
back. 

He  had  a  new  coat  to  put  on  when  he  wanted  to  talk  to 
ladies,  and  the  old  one  when  he  wanted  to  work  on  wheels. 

He  proved  himself  a  good  workman  and  a  first-rate  fellow’, 
and  his  shop  in  a  very  few’  days  began  to  be  a  rendezvous  for 
the  young  people  of  the  town,  but  no  one  ever  dreamed  that 
J.  Havens  and  Val,  the  Ventriloquist,  were  one  and  the  same 
person,  so  clever  was  the  boy’s  disguise. 

j  But  Val  was  a  professional,  and  knew  how’  to  do  it.  He 
could  make  up  to  impersonate  almost  anybody  he  pleased. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

DOWN  AT  THE  BICYCLE  SHOP. 

One  rainy  evening  some  weeks  after  these  events,  Miss 
Dora  Ducher  came  spinning  up  to  the  little  bicycle  shop  on 
her  wheel. 

As  she  dismounted  she  looked  through  the  shop  w  indow  in 
Ihe  hope  of  finding  the  proprietor  alone,  in  which  hope  she 
was  not  disappoined,  for  there  was  “Jim  Havens,”  as  every¬ 
body  called  him  now,  in  the  back  room  working  away  at  a 
wheel. 

Dora  ran  her  w’beel  up  the  steps,  and,  opening  the  door, 
passed  with  it  into  the  shop. 

Val  came  quickly  forward  to  greet  her. 

“Oh,  good-evening.  Miss  Dora!”  he  exclaimed.  “What 
brings  you  out  this  disagreeable  night?” 

“Father  is  sick,  and  couldn’t  come.  Val.  lie  sent  me  in  his 
place,  lie  wants  to  know  how  things  are  going  on. 

I  “Tell  him  that  they  are  going  on  fast.  There  has  been 
!  sixty  car-loads  of  broken  stone  taken  into  the  foundry  yard 
|  since  yesterday  morning,  besides  all  the  timber  that  was 
|  taken  in  the  day  before.  Tell  him  that  I  should  say  every¬ 
thing  was  about  ready  to  begin.” 

I  “All  right.  I’ll  tell  him.  Ho  wanted  me  to  tell  you  that 
i  he  knows  now  positively  that  Colonel  Smart  has  sold  the 
property  to  the  Southwestern  Railroad  Company,  and  taken 
the  biggest  part  of  his  pay  in  stock.” 

“Is  that  so?" 

“Father  says  so.” 

“It  looks  as  though  we  were  liable  to  get  ourselves  into 
trouble  if  we  carry  out  our  plan.  However,  I  don't  hesitate 
if  your  father  don’t.” 

"Father  says  go  ahead.  He  wants  to  know  how  the  scheme 
is  working  up.” 

“Tell  him  my  end  has  worked  all  right.  Tell  him  I’ve  got 
a  hundred  on  my  list  to-night." 

“And  I’m  good  for  twenty- five,”  laughed  Dora.  “When  the 
signal  comes  you  will  see  that  we  ladies  will  turn  out, 
too.  ” 

“You  can  encourage  the  hoys,  at  least.’’  said  Val.  “Don’t 
i  you  want  me  to  take  oa.re  of  your  wheel  so  that  you  can  go 
!  back  on  the  trolley  ear  and  keep  out  of  the  rain?” 

!  “Oh,  no.  indeed!  I  -don't  mind  the  rain  one  bit,"  replied 
!  Dora,  and  off  she  flew,  with  the  storm  heating  in  her  face,  as 
I  unconcerned  as  you  please. 

Val  finished  his  work,  made  a  pot  of  coffee,  cooked  a  bit  of 
.  meat  over  bis  little  stove,  and  ate  his  supper,  and  then  about 
!  nine  o’clock,  as  nobody  seemed  to  bo  down  bis  end  of  town, 

!  he  closed  up  and  was  just  putting  out  the  gas  in  the  front 
[  shop,  when  he  heard  a  rap  at  the  door. 

I  “There  comes  my  watchman,"  lie  said  to  himself.  “1  won¬ 
der  who  it  is  to-night?" 

J  It  proved  to  he  Charley  Bates  under  a  big  umbrella.  He 
shut  it  up.  narrowly  escaping  having  it  turned  inside  out  as 
j  he  did  so,  and  came  in  out  of  the  rain,  saying; 
j  "Well,  wha.t's  the  word  to-night,  Jim?” 

"Nothing  new.  Charley." 

!  “Think  it  will  ho  to-night?” 

“It's  as  liable  to  lie  to-night  as  any  other  time.  Of  course 
I  can’t  say.” 

“Well,  I  want  to  say  one  thing,  Jim.  while  I  think  of  it. 
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I  think  it's  a  poor  business,  and  will  weaken 


Vi!!  1>ovs  a,v  determined.  We  had  a  meeting  last  night,  and 
talked  it  all  over.  Smart  must  surely  be  given  a  ride  on  a 
rail." 

“I  don't  know 
our  cause." 

I>on  t  y°u  believe ‘it !  The  scoundrel!  He'd  sell  his  own 
mother  tor  a  dollar.  II  is  only  what  he  deserves." 

al  said  nothing,  but  leading  the  wav  into  the  back  shop, 
he  closed  the  door. 

t^'t  down  by  the  tire.  Charley."  he  said.  “If  you  want  to 
smoke,  go  right  ahead,  and  don’t  mind  rap.  Now,  listen.  I 
sa*'  'bar  the  easiest  way  is  always  the  best  way.  I  say  T 
‘  .in  begin  it  alone  with  whatever  fellow  is  on  the  watch,  as 
you  nfo  to-night.  I  say  once  we  get  him  out  of  the  foundry 
£ai,l>  or  at  least  off  the  work,  then  let  the  boys  have  their 
turn  Let  me  have  my  way.  and  I’ll  qu’eer  this  job  so  that  not 
an  Italian  m  the  whole  State  of  Illinois  will  raise  a  hand  to 
work  on  the  dam.*' 

I  m  sure  I'm  perfectly  willing  to  give  you  your  way.  Jim,” 


replied  Charley,  lighting  his  old  briar  pipe.  The  scheme  orig- 


mated  with  you,  anyhow,  and  on  that  ground  alone  I  think 
you  ought  to  have  your  way:  but  I  can't  say  I  quite  under¬ 
stand  where  your  iutense  interest  comes  in,  being  that  you 
are  only  a  newcomer  in  town.” 

"Well,  that's  easily  explained."  replied  Ynl.  “Dr.  Ducber 
was  kind  enough  to  start  mo  iu  this  little  business  here.  I’d 
.  °  thing  to  accommodate  him.  \ou  know  what  an  intense 
iuteresi  he  .  takes  in  this  matter  of  the  dam.  Besides 
I  m  interested  the  same  as  every  one  else  in  this  town  is  in- 
mrested.  If  this  land  about  the  old  foundry  is  flooded  what 
becomes  of  me  and  my  bully  little  bike  business,  which 
couldn  t  be  better?  Answer  me  that?” 

Won  might  go  into  the  boat  business,  I  suppose.'’' chuckled 
Charley,  who  was  always  ready  with  his  joke. 

I  hat  s  all  right  .  I  think  T  have  just  as  good  cause  to  be 
worried  as  any  one  else.  I’m  doing*  first-rate  here.” 

•  ‘olu’Sl‘  vou  are,"  said  Charley.  “Tt  hits  us.  The  fact 
is.  if  the  dam  is  built  the  town  is  ruined.  My  father  says 
it  Mill  take  two  years  hard  legal  fighting  to  have  it  removed 
even  under  the  most  favorable  circumstances.” 

'  IT  railroad  people  have  got  the  money.  They 
a  11  light  hard.  Meanwhile  business  is  ruined,  and  everybody 
gets  discouraged  and  tired  out.  and  the  company's  agent  is 
trawling  about  with  the  cash  in  his  pocket  ready  to  huv  up 
the  property  at  any  time.  What’s  the  result?  He  gets  one 
and  another  until  at  last  there  is  a  general  panic  and  every¬ 
body  is  tumbling  over  everybody  else  to  sell  out  Then  it’s 

by°getUng  ifalL”8,  ^  th°  Soutl,WP8ter“  Railroad  ends  up 

"That’s  good  reasoning,”  replied  Charier.  “Well  lot's  ho 
patient  Maybe  our  time  will  come  to-night  and  mavbe  it 
won’t  hut  I'm  ready  for  it  whenever  it  does  come  ” 

wThey  ,ook  *"• *  ""»•  <•««  ™ 

rl'his  was  the  regular  nightly  program. 

,h<!  fe„uu'd?;,TarrP,00kWl  "’e." *"«*  »«  Into 

Charley  Bates  took  his  place  at  the  window  when  the  clock 

*  ""d  ,h<'n  V;"  ta'r  »»  MnVnnS  Zn, 

This  was  regular  also. 

Tbc  “Totvn  Silvers."  was  the  name  of  the  club  of  deter 

on!"'”  hieyeh*  Kbo™  "''"Ch  U'K'  be*“  orgauiae'1  "lint  Hnv- 

Some  one  was  always  on  the  watch  To-nMit  it  +  » 
Charley  until  three  oVloek.  ,,ucl then 

In  ease  anything  was  to  happen  “Jim 
sooner. 

Something  did  happen.  At  one  o’clock  Vni  f,,i*  i 

JSfX,  a,8ho,ouMer'  and  "«*  *">"*  .m 

sMag  at  the 

"Hiless  it  is,'  replied  Charier  “Thwnt'c  +..«t 
d„v,  n  the  -witch  loaded  With  Italian*,  and  I  see  light,  "“nl 
femirlry  yard.  Ouca.  they  mean  business  In  spite  „f 


sun- 


was  to  be  awakened 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  MIDNIGHT  ALARM. 

\  al  had  not  taken  off  any  of  his  clothes  when  he  lay 
down— he  had  not  done  so  for  many  a  night,  expecting  every 
moment  to  get  the  call. 

Tie  sprang  up  and  ran  to  the  window,  peering  out  into  the 
rain  over  Charley  Bates’  shoulder. 

Over  by  the  foundry  lights  were  flashing,  and  a  train  of 
four  old  ramshackle  passenger  cars  were  just  running  into 
the  yard,  the  gate  having  been  opened  to  receive  them  by  one 
of  the  three  watchmen  who  for  the  last  three  weeks  had  been 
constantly  on  guard  inside. 

“They  have  come,  all  right,  Charley.”  said  Yal. 

“That's  what  they  have.  Could  you  see  them  through  the 
window?” 

“Yes.  Plainly  enough!" 

“There’s  a  raft  of  them." 

^  •*  big  tot.  Probably  they  have  everything  ready,  and 

mean  to  get  right  down  to  work.” 

"Charley,"  said  Yal,  “you  take  my  word  for  it  not  one  of 
those  Italians  will  ever  go  to  work  on  that  dam.  Remember 
what  I  tell  you.  Now  follow  me  and  see  the  fun." 

“Aren't  you  going  to  give  the  signal  and  call  out  the  bovs’” 
asked  Charley. 

kui  e  I  am.  but  I  m  going  to  act  on  my  own  account,  too. 
Are  you  ready  now.  for  I  am,  and  I  am  more  than  anxious 

to  begin.” 

t,i  '.!i?sli,™(ly'"  Said  Charler-  “°nly  thing  is  I  don’t  want 

"  1  hat’s  something  I’m  taking  my  chances  on,  same  as  everv 
other  member  of  the  Town  Savers’  Club.”  replied  Yal  steii 
ping  into  tiie  front  shop. 

Ho  quickly  returned,  carrying  with  him  a  long  bundle  done 
up  m  rubber  cloth,  just  as  though  it  had  boon  prepared  for 
use  on  such  a  uight  as  this.” 

TV  hat’s  that,  Jim?”  asked  Charley.  *  * 

"Xo  matter.  You  will  soon  see.”' replied  Jim.  “Come  on 
boy.  I  m  going  to  give  the  signal  now!” 

thntI1td“rit.^Cl‘*li™Gd  0harIey-  “r  want  t0  1,r  aMe  to  say 
“All  right.  Be  quick.” 

Charley  went  over  to  one  corner  of  the  room  and  pressed  a 
button  in  the  wall,  onee-then  a  break-then  twice— another 
orea  k — then  on  re  again. 

“Hooray!  We  have  started  the  ball  a-rolling!”  be  ex¬ 
claimed.  * 

“Wail  for  the  answer."  said  Yal.  “We  want  to  know  if 
the  wire  works  or  not.” 

T n  a  moment  a  little  hell  up  near  the  celling  rang  out  thus: 

T"  0  then  a  break— then  twice-anotlier  break-then  once 

<1^-,  i  n.  j 

Pt"V  r;a!l0"a.'-.  •a"  1*bK-  oX,lnim..,l 
will  S;  N°^'.Jim*  I,n  rparl-v*  So  are  the  bovs.  and  vou 
anv  Xak“TC  th°  alr  bPfore  ,ong*  aml  don't  you  make 

Va!  said  nothing,  hut  opening  the  hack  door  of  his  little 
hinu  8l,PPPd  °Ut  ,nt°  1be  rain>  <*a^yiag  the  long  bundle  with 

found lw0p.v\nDes1Ok,v  h!  th°  Vf11  'rnfe  "urrounded  the 

*  bicmises  lay  the  muddy  road,  deserted  now  and  one 

Sl?taofl?hSSJ  ,Z ""T"  "hm' «f  -  7 ,™ 

whlspwa 

^  OU  are  going  in?"  asked  Charley. 

<  )t  course.  ” 

But  wliat’s  your  game?" 

replied  Yal^  lnll'm  •Aour  loader  just  now,  and  I'm  going," 


rom!!ili‘!‘''n1“v'l!1,tl1j!i"  ■in,i  lo"kiii<[  «p  n,.- 

ssr  - 
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“They  moan  business,  all  right,"  breathed  Yal.  “Rain  or  no 
rain,  they  intend  to  have  a  dam  across  Wippinger’s  Creek  be¬ 
fore  morning  if  I  don't  fix  ’em.” 

He  glided  across  the  yard  to  the  edge  of  the  high  bank, 
which  overhung  the  creek. 

“Down  with  you.  Charley."  he  whispered.  “Hope  you  don’t 
mind  getting  vour  feet  wet,  for  that’s  what  we  have  got  to 
do." 

.lust  then  the  big  bell  in  the  Methodist  church  began  to 
ring  out  upon  the  stillness  of  the  night. 

It  rang  just  the  way  the  little  bell  in  Yal's  bicycle  shop 
mug. 

Once — then  a  break— then  twice— another  break— then  once 

again. 

•‘There  she  goes!”  exclaimed  Charley. 

“Yes.  and  there  they  go!”  echoed  Yal. 

The  Italians  were  on  the  move  now.  Directed  by  several 
foremen,  they  started  in  like  a  swarm  of  bees  to  do  then- 
work. 

Some  went  for  the  pile  of  stones  which  lay  near  the  bank 
of  the  creek.  Others  struck  down  into  the  shallow  bed  of 
the  creek  itself,  and  others  still  began  rolling  over  the  big 
logs  which  had  been  collected  on  the  bank,  by  the  aid  of 
naphtha  lights. 

“Now  then.  boys,  make  for  the  island,”  breathed  Yal.  “And 
for  gracious’  sake,  do  not  let  them  see  us,  or  our  game  is 
spoiled!”  < 

The  island  was  a  little  clump  of  willows  and  alders,  lo¬ 
cated  about  midway  in  the  shallow  bed  of  the  creek,  and  the 
boys  as  they  entered  the  water  were  at  least  two  hundred 
yards  away  from  the  rising  ground,  where  it  was  intended 
to  construct  the  dam. 

These  Italians  were  good  workers,  after  their  own  fash¬ 
ion.  like  most  of  their  race. 

They  sang  as  they  rolled  the  logs,  and  called  out  to  one  an¬ 
other  as  they  tossed  down  the  stones  into  the  bed  of  the 
creek,  and  everything  went  along  smoothly  for  at  least  six 
minutes,  when  suddenly  there  arose  from  the  bed  of  Wip- 
pinger’s  Creek  a  yell  which  might  have  been  heard  a  mile 
away. 

What,  was  it?  What  was  the  trouble?  What  was  Yal 
about? 

It  must  have  been  something  pretty  serious,  for  the  Italians 
made  for  the  shore  like  a  flock  of  sheep,  in  their  efforts  to 
get  up  the  bank,  all  chattering  and  yelling  “to  beat  the 
band." 


i 


CHAPTER  X. 

,  j 

FUN  IN  THE  FOUNDRY  YARD. 

It  was  Val  who  gave  the  first  cry. 

He  and  Charley  were  hidden  among  the  bushes  on  the  island, 
and  Charley  declared  afterward  that  a  more  horribly  dismal 
sound  he  never  heard. 

Before  making  it,  Val  had  opened  the  long  bundle,  and,  tak¬ 
ing  from  it  a  dummy  figure,  made  up  of  a  pole  and  a  white 
sheet  thrown  over  a  bundle  of  rags,  he  had  a  very  fair  ghost 
already  made. 

Lying  on  the  ground  was  another  pole,  a  long,  slim  affair, 
which  Yal  had  hidden  there  several  days  before.  This  pole 
had  a  socket  cut  in  it  near  the  end,  and  into  this  the  end  of 
the  ghost  pole  was  firmly  wedged. 

This  done,  everything  was  ready,  and  when  Val  gave  the 
cry,  the  ghost  was  thrust  out  over  the  water,  and  by  moving 
the  longer  polo  ii  was  easy  to  make  it  dance  up  and  down. 

The  effect  on  the  Italians  ha3  already  been  described. 

At  the  first  cry  all  hands  stopped  work  and  looked  down 
the  stream. 

Then  Val  gave  another  cry  and  called  out  something  in 
Italian  which  Charley  could  not  understand,  and  the  ghost 
jump'  d  around  in  livelier  st>le  than  ever;  in  the  glare  of  the 
naphtha  torches,  the  strange  figure  seemed  to  be  dancing  on 
the  water,  and  then  it.  was  that  the  stampede  began. 

The  Italians  simply  fell  over  themselves  jn  their  anxiety  to 
get  up  out  of  the  bed  of  the  creek,  and  such  a  chattering  you 
iiever  heard. 

By  this  time  the  ghost  had  vanished,  something  which  re- 
quir •  rj  greater  effort  than  to  pull  in  the  pole. 

It  was  no  use  for  the  foremen  to  protest  and  try  to  urge  the 

axea  back  into  the  creek  again. 


For  ten  minutes  and  more  the  argument  was  kept  up. 

They  simply  wouldn’t  go.  All  gathered  on  the  bank,  look¬ 
ing  down  into  the  creek,  watching  for  the  reappearance  of  the 
ghost. 

“Shall  we  put  it  out  again,  Val?”  whispered  Charley,  as  the 
boys  crouched  in  the  bushes. 

“Don’t  know,”  replied  Val.  “I’m  watching.  I’ll  make  up  my 
mind  in  a  minute  what  to  do.” 

“What  was  It  you  said?  I  didn’t  know  you  understood 
Italian,” 

“I  understand  a.  little  of  a  good  many  languages.  What  I 
said  was:  “I  am  the  spirit  of  the  water.  Three  will  die  if  this 
work  goes  on.’  ” 

“Good  enough!”  laughed  Charley.  “Gee!  didn’t  they  run. 
We  fixed  ’em,  anyhow;  but  how  are  we  going  to  get  out  of 
this.  Every  one  has  their  eyes 'on  the  island  now;  they  are 
sure  to  see  us  if  we  attempt  to  leave.” 

“We’ll  go  off  on  the  other  side.  I'll  give  them  one  more 
dose,  and  then  we  will  skip.  Here  goes!” 

Again  the  spirit  of  the  water  began  dancing  on  the  creek, 
and  Val,  throwing  his  voice  forward,  gave  the  same  dismal 
cry.  which  seemed  to  come  from  the  figure  itself. 

He  half  expected  that  one  of  the  foremen  who  was  blustering 
about  would  shoot  at  it,  but  the  blusterer  seemed  as  badly 
scared  as  the  rest,  for  when  the  cry  came  he  was  one  of  the 
first  to  beat  a  retreat. 

Val  hastily  pulled  in  his  ghost,  which  by  this  time  was  get¬ 
ting  pretty  damp,  folded  it  up,  and,  followed  by  Charley, 
started  for  the  other  bank  of  the  creek,  using  the  island  as  a 
shield  to  protect  them  from  the  eyes  of  the  crowd. 

“Have  we  scared  them  away  for  keeps?”  demanded  Charley, 
as  they  scrambled  up  the  opposite  bank. 

“Don’t  know,”  replied  Val.  “I’ll  never  tell  you,  but  if  we 
haven’t,  the  Town  Savers  will  finish  the  job.  Hurry!  Hurry! 
We  haven’t  got  a  minute  to  lose!  ” 

On  the  bank  now,  the  boys  were  still  on  the  foundry  prop¬ 
erty,  for  the  creek  ran  right  through  the  yard. 

“Crouch  low-!  Get  down  as  close  to  the  ground  as  you  can, 
Charley!”  Val  whispered,  and  away, they  went  for  the  fence, 
where  Val  had  fixed  up  another  ‘  loose  board  to  let  them 
out. 

They  were  on  Mill  street  a  moment  later,  and,  cutting  across 
the  bridge,  came  back  to  the  bike  shop  without  being  seen. 

There  they  could  hear  the  puzzled  Italians  chattering  behind 
the  fence  and  see  the  lights  flashing  about. 

“They  are  trying  to  locate  the  ghost,”  said  Val.  “Hold  on, 
Charley;  I’ll  give  ’em  one  more  shake-up  before  we  quit.” 

“Don’t  go  too  far,  Val.  We  may  be  seen,  and  that  will  spoil 
all.” 

“Trust  me.  I’ll  never  let  them  see  me,”  chuckled  Val,  and, 
tossing  the  “ghost”  into  the  back  shop,  he  glided  across  the 
street,  dropped  on  his  hands  and  knees  by  the  loose  board  and 
thrust  his  head  partly  through  the  break.  , 

Next  Charley  knew  he  heard  the  cry  again,  and  the  same 
Italian  words  rang  out  upon  the  night. 

As  Val  came  gliding  hack  again  the  distant  sound  of  rum¬ 
bling  wheels  was  heard  in  the  direction  of  the  town. 

“They  are  coming,”  said  Charley. 

“Right;  and  we  must  go  to  meet  them.” 

“What  are  those  fellows  doing  in  there?  Still  looking  for 
ghost?” 

“I  guess  that's  what.  They  don’t  know  what  to  make  of  it 
all.  A  ghost  who  can  talk  Italian  is  the  kind  they  like  to  keep 
away  from  them.  You  can  bet  your  life  the  foreman  don’t  get 
them  down  into  that  hole  again!” 

“Hurry!  Hurry!”  said  Charley.  “We  want  to  be  right  in 
with  it.” 

“You  go!  I’ll  stay  here  and  watch.  I  don’t  want  to  miss 
one  move  they  make.” 

Charley  slipped  out  then,  leaving  Val  at  the  wondow  watch¬ 
ing. 

Louder  and  louder  the  sound  of  the  approaching  wheels 
grew,  and  when  Vdl  ran  out  a  few  moments  later,  there,  com¬ 
ing  down  the  street,  was  a  great  crowd  of  men  and  boys  and 
girls. 

The  men  were  armed  with  rifles,  and  the  boys  all  carried 
short  clubs. 

Behind  the  crowd  came  the  town  fire  engine,  drawn  by  the 
fire  company  in  full  uniform. 

Altogether,  there  must  have  been  upward  of  a  hundred  peo¬ 
ple  in  the  crowd. 

Val  had  planned  the  whole  thing,  and  he  could  not  help 
looking  at  them  with  pride.  So  silently  had  they  come  that 
but  for  the  rumbling  of  the  fire-engine  not  a  sound  had  been 
heard. 
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Val  slipped  in  front  of  them,  and  everybody  waved  their 
hands  when  they  saw  him  come  out  of  the  shop. 

This  was  the  signal  for  making  their  presence  known. 

“Now  then!”  shouted  Val,  throwing  his  voice  toward  the 
foundry  fence.  “Now  then!  Down  with  'em!  Run  them  off 
the  earth!" 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  TOWN  SAVEKS  DO  THEIR  WORK. 

Stirred  up  as  they  wrere  by  the  mysterious  cries  from  the 
creek  and  the  appearance  of  the  ghost,  this  new  alarm  capped 
the  climax  with  the  Italians,  and  they  all  huddled  together, 
wondering  what  was  coming  next. 

"On  to  the  fence!”  shouted  Val,  turning  and  facing  the 
Town  Savers  as  though  he  was  the  captain  cf  a  military  com¬ 
pany.  “On  to  the  fence!” 

There  was  a  rush  for  the  fence,  then,  and  short  work  was 
made  of  it. 

A  number  of  the  boys  were  provided  with  short-handled  axes 
for  this  very  purpose,  and  down  the  fence  boards  came  tum¬ 
bling,  and  the  crowd  rushed  in. 

"  “Drive  ’em!  Drive  ’em!  Drive  ’em  out  of  town!”  all  hands 
sung  out  in  chorus,  repeating  the  cry  three  times  over. 

Val  threw  his  voice  forward  in  such  a  way  that  it  came 
close  to  the  ears  of  the  superintendent  of  the  work,  a  big  fel¬ 
low,  who,  wjth  a  puzzled  look  on  his  face,  was  standing  about 
fifty  feet  away. 

"Get  your  men  aboard  the  cars,  or  it  will  be  the  worse  for 
you!"  the  superintendent  heard  this  mysterious  voice  say 
close  to  him.  "Git  them  aboard,  quick!” 

The  superintendent  was  not  the  scary  kind,  however. 

He  turned  to  the  Italians,  and  in  a  loud  voice  ordered  them, 
to  "clear  the  yard!” 

"Any  one  who  comes  too  near  will  get  shot,  and  don’t  for¬ 
get  it!”  yelled  Val.  “If  you  know  what’s  good  for  you,  get 
those  men  on  board  the  train!” 

“You’re  on  private  property!”  bellowed  the  superintendent. 
“Get  off,  or  we’ll  wipe  you  off  the  earth!” 

"All  ready?”  cried  Val,  throwing  his  voice  behind  him  so 
that  it  must  have  sounded  close  to  the  foremen  of  the  fire 
company. 

“All  right!  All  ready!”  was  the  answer. 

“Bring  it  along!  Let  it  come!”  shouted  Val. 

Something  else  was  coming  just  then. 

It  was  the  mob,  roused  to  action  at  last. 

Led  by  the  superintendent,  the  Italians  came  charging  down 
through  the  yard. 

"Ahead  with  hqr!  Ahead  with  her!  Ahead  with  her!  ”  roared 
the  fire  beys  in  chorus. 

The  girls  and  boys  in  the  front  made  way  for  them,  for 
they  had  the  hose,  and  the  other  end  had  a  good  working 
connection  with  a  fire  plug  close  by  Val’s  little  bicycle  shop. 

"Play  away!  Play  away  and  let  ’em  have  it!”  shouted  Val. 
“Never  mind  the  guns  till  we  have  tried  the  water!  Now  let 
her  go!  ” 

By  this  time  the  Italians  were  close  upon  them.  In  a  mo¬ 
ment  more  there  would  have  been  some  lively  work,  for  Billy 
Galloway  had  six  fellows  with  him,  all  armed  with  rifles,  and 
they  were  the  boys  who  were  not  afraid  to  use  them,  too. 

Charley  Bates  was  a  member  of  the  fire  company,  and  he 
helped  to  hold  the  nozzle  when  the  water  was  turned  on. 

Then  the  fun  began  for  fair. 

The  Italians  saw  what  was  coming,  of  course,  and  were,  in  a 
measure,  prepared. 

No  doubt  they  meant  to  stand  up  against  it,  for  they  came 
charging  right  on,  until  the  water  struck  them. 

“Wobble  it!  Wobble  it!”  cried  Val.  “Give  it  to  ’em  on  all 
sides! ”  -  * 

Then  it  was  swish!  swish!  as  the  nozzle  was  swept)  from  side 
to  side,  and  the  water  drenched  the  whole  line  of  Italians  in 
front,  while  a  good  bit  of  it  went  spattering  over  those  be¬ 
hind. 

They  did  stand  up  against  it  for  a  moment  and  tried  to  press 
on,  but  it  was  hard  work. 

Just  then  Val,  throwing  his  voice  in  among  them,  gave  the 
ghost  cry  again. 

That  settled  it. 

In  a  moment  the  Italians  were  all  on  the  stampede. 

The  water  followed  them,  drenching  the  poor  wretches  from 
head  to  foot. 


Meanwhile,  Charley  Bates  had  put  the  superintendent  out  of 
business. 

Turning  the  hose  full  upon  him,  he  knocked  his  hat  off,  and 
when  he  turned  to  pick  up  the  hat,  thus  exposing  the  whole 
breadth  of  his  person  to  attack,  he  got  the  water  lull  tone, 
and  that  sent  him  over  on  his  nose  sprawling  on  the  ground. 

“Run  ’em  on  board  the  cars!  Run  ’em  out  of  town,  or  we  11 
be  the  death  of  you!”  roared  Val  in  a  totally  different  voice. 

The  Italians  got  the  orders  then,  but  they  hardly  needed 
them,  for  they  had  already  made  up  their  minds  to  go. 

They  swarmed  upon  the  cars,  taking  their  picks  and  shovels 
with  them. 

The  hose  turned  up  in  the  air  sent  a  shower  of  water  over 
the  roofs  of  the  cars. 

The  engineer  and  conductor  were  all  ready  for  business,  lor 
they  had  received  their  orders  from  Val,  too,  coming  first  in 
one  voice  and  then  in  another. 

Meanwhile,  the  Town  Savers  were  making  the  air  fairly 
ring  with  their  peculiar  cries. 

The  girls  all  screamed  together  in  chorus,  as  was  previously 
arranged. 

“Run  ’em  out!  Run  ’em  out!  Run  ’em  out  of  town!” 

This  over  and  over  again,  clapping  their  hands  together  as 
they  shouted  the  words. 

The  fire  boys  had  their  cry,  and  the  town  boys  theirs. 

One  would  have  thought  that  a  bear  garden  had  got  loose, 
and  as  though  all  this  was  not  enough,  every  now  and  then 
Val  would  throw  in  the  ghost  cry,  and  the  hose  kept  washing 
down  the  cars  in  great  shape. 

“Shut  off  that  water,  boys,  and  give  a  fellow  a  chance  to 
start!”  the  engineer  called  out. 

Val  passed  the  word  back  to  the  fire  plug,  as  nobody  else 
could  do  it,  and  the  torrent  ceased. 

"Silence,  everybody.  Give  ’em  three  rousers  when  they  go!” 
shouted  Val. 

A  moment  afterward  the  train  started,  and  a  mighty  wave  of 
sound  burst  upon  the  foundry  yard. 

'  “Three  cheers  for  the  Town  Savers!” 

“Three  cheers  for  Jim  Havens!” 

“Three  groans  for  Mayor  Moreley,  and  three  more  for  Colo¬ 
nel  Smart!  ” 

There  never  was  anything  like  it  downtown  in  Burling,  nor 
uptown,  either. 

The  engineer  who  was  actually  in  sympathy  with  the  town 
people  tooted  his  whistle  as  the  train  moved  out  of  the 
yard. 

“Now  to  work,  boys!”  shouted  Val.  “We  want  to  make  a 
clean  sweep  of  this.  We  want  to  fix  it  so  that  they  won't  come 
back  again!” 

Everybody  took  a  hand  in  it  then. 

Every  log  still  on  the  bank  was  tumbled  into  the  stream: 
not  down  on  the  rocks  in  the  place  fixed  to  receive  them,  but 
into  the  stream  where  the  water  carried  them  off  down  the 
creek  to  be  stranded  on  the  flats  miles  below. 

While  the  boys  were  attending  to  the  logs,  the  girls,  under 
the  leadership  of  Dora  Ducher,  tackled  the  stones  and  threw 
all  they  could  of  them  down  into  the  creek,  scattering  them  in 
every  direction,  and  undoing  all  the  work  that  had  been 
done. 

By  this  time  half  the  people  of  Burling  had  gathered  upon 
the  scene  ready  to  lend  a  hand  in  the  good  work,  as  indeed 
many  of  them  did. 

In  addition,  the  Burling  Brass  Band  had  turned  out  full 
force,  arriving  just  before  the  train  left,  and  there  they  stood 
in  front  of  Val’s  shop  tooting  and  drumming  away  and  making 
things  lively,  while  the  others  worked. 

After  it  was  all  over,  Val  organized  his  Town  Savers  into  a 
procession,  and  with  the  band  at  their  head  they  marched 
around  town  singing  and  shouting  until  sunrise,  for  the  rain 
had  now  ceased,  breaking  up  at  last  at  the  Hanley  House,  and 
everybody  going  their  own  way. 

The  last  cry  was:  “Three  cheers  for  Jim  Havens!  Three 
cheers  for  the  fellow  who  saved  the  town!  ” 


CHAPTER  XII. 

VAL  UNDERTAKES  A  DIFFICULT  JOB. 

It  was  some  weeks  before  the  good  people  of  the  town  of 
Burling  got  through  talking  about  the  doings  of  that  memora¬ 
ble  night,  and  everybody  spoke  in  praise  of  the  part  taken 
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VAL  THE  VENTRILOQUIST. 


i'y  Jim  Havens,  yet  nobody  seemed  to  suspect  that  he  and  Val, 
the  ventriloquist,  were  one. 

Meanwhile,  Val’s  notoriety  brought  him  lots  of  business  at 
the  bike  shop. 

The  boy  not  only  had  all  he  could  do,  but  he  was  making 
money  rapidly,  doing  ever  so  much  better  than  he  ever  did 
with  Daley  &  Good’s  show. 

Colonel  Smart  had  now  left  town,  taking  up  his  residence  in 
Chicago. 

Mayor  Moreley  might  as  well  have  joined  him,  for  Moreley 
had  now  become  so  unpopular  that  his  trade  was  about  ruined, 
and  it  only  needed  a  good  smart  rival  to  start  up  an  opposition 
to  make  him  close  his  doors  altogether. 

Of  course  there  was  not  the  slightest  chance  of  his  success 
at  the  next  election,  even  if  he  was  to  get  the  nomination  for 
a  second  term,  which  every  one  declared  was  quite  out  of  the 
question  now. 

During  this  time  the  foundry  yard  had  remained  deserted, 
no  attempt  being  made  to  carry  out  the  plan  of  building  the 
dam  across  the  creek. 

So  matters  stood,  until  one  evening  Dr.  Ducher’s  buggy  came 
rattling  up,  and  the  doctor  himself  sprang  out  and  came  hurry¬ 
ing  into  the  bike  shop. 

“Val!”  he  exclaimed,  first  looking  around  to  see  if  the  boy 
was  alone,  “I’ve  got  a  job  for  you  at  last.  Are  you  all  ready 
to  go?” 

“I  suppose  I  am,  doctor,  though  I’ve  got  lots  of  work  on 
hand,”  replied  Val. 

“That’s  the  bargain,  boy.” 

“I  know  it  was  the  bargain,  sir,  and  I  propose  to  stick  to  it. 
Do  I  go  to  Springfield?  Is  that  the  idea?” 

“That’s  the  idea,”  replied  the  doctor.  “The  bill  to  condemn 
the  creek  for  railroad  purposes,  which  has  been  drawn  up 
solely  in  the  interest  of  the  Southwestern  Railroad,  is  to  come 
up  for  a  hearing.  It  wants  to  be  nipped  in  the  bud.  Smart  and 
Tozer  will  be  there,  of  course,  and  they  no  doubt  have  bought 
up  a  lot  of  the  members — at  least  I  have  every  reason  to  be¬ 
lieve  that  such  is  the  case.  The  bill  must  and  shall  be  killed, 
and  you  are  the  one  to  do  it,  according  to  the  plan  which  we 
have  laid  down.” 

“That’s  all  right,  and  I  am  ready,”  replied  Val.  “I  shall 
want  some  money  to  carry  me  through.” 

“I’ve  brought  you  some,”  said  the  doctor,  “and  you  can  get 
more  if  you  need  it.  Here  are  a  hundred  dollars,  how  will 
that  do?” 

“I  think  that  will  be  enough  to  carry  me  through,”  said  Val, 
and  that  night  he  started  for  Springfield,  arriving  there  next 
morning  a  totally  different  looking  person  from  the  boy  who 
disappeared  behind  the  curtains  when  the  porter  made  up 
lower  eight. 

The  porter  could  not  understand  it. 

A  boy  had  gone  to  bed  in  lower  eight,  or  at  least  that  was 
the  way  his  memory  served  him,  and  now  here  was  a  middle- 
aged  man  getting  up. 

Val  left  as  grave  as  a  deacon,  and  let  the  porter  puzzle  him¬ 
self'- as  he  would. 

Others  v/ere  to  be  puzzled  before  the  day  was  out,  for  Val 
had  carefully  studied  his  case,  and  the  make-up  was  really  a 
work  of  art. 

Val  had  not  tried  Colonel  Smart  this  time.  He  had  reversed 
the  order,  and  stepped  off  the  cars  the  living  duplicate  of  J.  T. 
Tozer. 

He  had  not  gone  ten  steps  away  from  the  station,  when  he 
ran  right  into  one  of  the  legislators,  who  stopped  him  and 
said: 

“Ah,  Mr.  Tozer!  So  you  have  come  back,  have  you.  Glad  of 
it.  Don’t  forget  that  the  Wippinger’s  Creek  bill  comes  up 
to-day,  and  you  haven’t  attended  to  that  matter  yet.” 

“The  deuce  I  haven’t!”  replied  Val,  imitating  Tozer’s  voice 
with  wonderful  closeness.  “  Well,  it  has  slipped  past  me,  and 
that’s  right.” 

Secretly  he  thought  it  was  right  up  to  him.  Nothing  could 
have  been  luckier  than  this  meeting,  for  it  not  only  proved 
his  disguise  to  be  equal  to  all  he  had  expected  of  it,  but  it 
showed  him  that  Briber  Tozer  had  been  slow  about  carrying 
out  his  own  plans. 

"That’s  what  you  haven’t,’’  said  the  honorable  gentleman 
from  somewhere  down  in  Southern  Illinois.  “Do  you  mean  to 
■  ',nuh  up  or  don’t  you?  I’m  a  plain  and  proper  man,  and  don’t 

ike  to  take  quite  so  much  fooling  in  mine.  I  suppose  you 
know  tha '  the  Wippinger’s  Creek  bill  is  to  come  up  to¬ 
day?’’ 

-Well,  I  ought  to,”  said  Val,  puzzled  to  know  just  what  to 
do.  This  is  the  second  time  you  have  told  me.  Let  me  see,1 


could  you  make  It  convenient  to  meet  me  at  the  -  House 

in  an  hour’s  time?” 

“Oh,  you  have  changed  your  hotel,  have  you?”  remarked  the 
“jay”  legislator.  “Well,  all  right.  I’ll  be  there.” 

“Come,”  said  Val,  “and  say,  bring  any  of  the  other  boys  you 
may  happen  to  meet  along  with  you.  I’ll  fix  everything  all 
right,  you  may  depend.” 

“Uncle  Rube”  walked  away,  leaving  Val  puzzled  at  his  own 
success. 

How  can  they  mistake  me  for  a  man  so  much  older  than  I 
really  am?”  he  thought.  “Really,  I  sometimes  -wonder  how  I 
do  it  myself.” 

He  walked  along  more  than  pleased  with  the  turn  affairs 
had  taken,  and  he  had  not  quite  reached  the  hotel  when  sud¬ 
denly  a  man  stepped  out  of  a  saloon  and  slapped  him  on  the 
back. 

“Hello,  Tozer!”  he  exclaimed.  “By  Jove!  you  are  the  very 
fellow  I  want  to  see.  Just  come  in  here,  I  want  to  introduce 
you  to  a  friend.” 

It  sounded  all  right.  Really,  there  was  no  reason  for  Val  to 
suspect  anything  wrong. 

He  followed  the  man  into  the  saloon,  and  the  door  had 
scarcely  closed  behind  him  when  a  wild-looking  individual, 
flourishing  a  revolver,  sprang  in  front  of  him,  exclaiming: 

“By  Jove,  Tozer,  I’ve  got  you  now!” 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


VAL  GOES  PROWLING  AROUND. 


Val  was  as  quick  as  a  flash,  and  had  a  fist  like  a  black¬ 
smith’s. 

The  wild  individual  had  an  opportunity  of  finding  out  both 
these  things  just  about  that  time,  for  somebody  hit  him  in  the 
nose,  and  somebody  struck  the  revolver  out  of  his  hand,  and 
while  things  were  mixed  generally,  somebody  gave  him  one  in 
the  stomach  v/hich  doubled  him  up,  and  that  somebody  was 
Val,  the  ventriloquist,  alias  Tozer,  just  then. 

“Move!  Do  you  want  more?”  he  demanded,  imitating  the 
briber’s  voice  as  closely  as  possible.  “I’m  right  here  to  give  it 
to  you  if  you  do!”  _ 

'‘By  gaul,  you  shall  pay  for  this!”  stormed  the  discomfited 
big  fellow.  “Mebbe  you  have  forgotten  me!  Mebbe  you  don’t 
know'  who  I  am.  I  want  you  to  understand  that  I’m  the  Hon. 
Dink  Gazzam,  of  Ham  town.  You  knowed  me  well  enough 
when  you  wanted  to  get  my  vote  on  that  there  bill  to  stop  up 
Wippinger’s  Creek;  yes,  yer  did,  by  gaul!” 

“Shut  up,  Gazzam.  You’re  drunk,  and  you  are  making  a 
fool  of  yourself,”  interposed  the  man  who  invited  Val  into  the 
saloon,  and  whose  name,  by  the  way,  turned  out  to  be  the 
Hon.  Tom  Treadway,  of  Redding. 

“Who  says  I’m  drunk,  sah?  I  allow  no  man  to  insult  me!” 
growled  Gazzam.  “I’ll  make  it  so  blooming  hot  for  this  man 
Tozer  if  he  don’t  talk  turkey  when  the  time  comes  what  his 
letter  app’inted,  that  he’ll  wish  he’d-  never  been  born.” 

Having  made  this  remark,  the  Hon.  Dink  Gazzam  stalked 
out  of  the  door  with  a  great  show  of  dignity. 

Perhaps  he  fancied  he  had  fully  justified  his  reputation  as 
a  “bad  man  from  way  back.”  He  little  guessed  that  he  had 
been  “bested”  by  a  mere  boy. 

Considerably  troubled  for  fear  he  should  be  able  to  play 
his  game  through  to  a  finish,  Val  let  the  Hon.  Tom  Treadway 
lead  him  to  the  bar,  where  he  ordered  ginger  ale  for  himself, 
leaving  the  honorable  member  free  to  tip  the  whisky  bottle  as 
far  over  as  he  pleased. 

“He’s  a  noisy  fellow,  and  a  mighty  ugly  one  when  he  gets 
roused  up,”  said  the  Hon.  Tom,  in  a  mild  way.  “I’m  glad 
you  gave  him  such  a  good  setting  down.  It  will  do^him  good, 
but  I  tell  you  straight,  Mr.  Tozer,  if  you  go  back  oh  the  boys 
this  time  and  fail  to  make  good  your  promise,  you  had  better 
make  yourself  scarce  in  Springfield.  That’s  what.” 

“Right,”  said  Val.  “What  were  my  promises?  Don’t  talk 
so  loud,  my  friend.  I  don’t,  want  all  the  world  to  hear.  What 
were  my  promises?  Now  just  tell  me  wherein  I  have 
failed.” 

It  waa  the  shrewdest  thing  Val  could  have  said,  as  the  an¬ 
swer  showed. 

1  “Why,  it’s  plain  enough,  boss,”  replied  Treadway.  “You 


1? 


VAL  TH7-:  YENTRTLOQTTIST. 


were  to  drop  $50  for  mo  on  Wednesday  last,  and  I  presume 
some  of  the  other  boys  were  to  come  in  for  it.,  too,  from  the 
■way  they  are  flaring  up.  Instead  of  showing  up  last.  Wednes¬ 
day,  you  write  us  a  letter  putting  it  off  till  twelve  o’clock  to¬ 
day  at  the  Poodle  Dog.  I  don’t,  want  to  say  nothing,  for  it 
hain't.  none  of  my  i  usiness  lo  learn  you  yours,  but  if  you 
haven’t  got  an?  of  the  Southwestern  Railroad  Company’s 
dough  about  you,  best  thing  you  can  do  is  not  to  come 
around." 

"And  if  I  don't  come,  around,  I  suppose  it,  goes  without  say¬ 
ing  that  the  Wippinger’s  Creek  bill  won’t  pass?"  asked 
val. 

"1  guess  that’s  about  the  size  of  it,  squire.  You  know  the 
kind  of  men  you  are  dealing  with,  I  suppose?" 

"1  ought  to.  I’ve  been  dealing  with  them  long  enough.” 

“Exactly.  Well,  we  don’t  have  to  go  any  further,  boss.” 

“All  right.  Twelve  o'clock  at  the  Poodle  Dog,”  said  Val, 
and  shaking  hands  with  the  honorable  (?)  member,  he  hur¬ 
riedly  left  the  saloon;  going  straight  to  the  principal  hotel,  he 
looked  over  the  register  and  asked  to  have  his  card  sent  to 
Parlor  B. 

“Dr.  Ducher  has  just  stepped  out,  sir,”  said  the  clerk.  “I 
suppose  his  wife  and  daughter  are  in.  I  will  send  up  your 
card  to  the  ladies  if  you  wish.” 

"I  do,"  replied  Val.  “I’d  like  to  see  Miss  Ducher.” 

Worrl  soon  came  for  Mr.  Tozer  to  walk  up,  and  Dora  herself 
received  him  at  the  door. 

"Val!"  she  exclaimed,  “I  can  scarcely  believe  it!  lIowr  well 
you  are  made  up!  Upon  my  word,  it  is  really  wonderful,  and 
1  don't  see  how  you  do  it." 

"You  would  if  you  had  been  in  the  business  all  your  life,” 
replied  Val.  "Dora,  I  want  to  see  your  father.  When  will  he 
be  in?" 

“Well,  I  can';  tell  you,”  replied  Dora.  “He  has  driven  out.  of 
town  with  some  gentlemen  to  look  after  a  piece  of  property 
that  he  is  interested  in.  I  suppose  he  will  be  back  in  time  to 
be  at  the  State  house  when  the  creek  bill  conies  up  before  the 
House,  but  that  is  all  I  can  say.” 

“And  you  will  be  there,  too,  Dora?”  asked  Val. 

“I  certainly  shall.  I’m  expecting  a  lot  of  fun.” 

“Oh,  you  are?” 

"Yes.  Do  I  get  it  or  don’t  I?  How  is  it  going  to  be?” 

“Well,  you  -wait  and  see,”  laughed  Val.  “Do  I  really  look 
all  right?” 

"Look  all  right!  Why,  your  disguise  is  simply  perfect!  I 
have  seen  Mr.  Tozer  several  times.  I  tell  you  honestly,  Val,  I 
never  should  guess  that  I  was  talking  with  any  one  else.  I 
just  wish  mother  could  see  you,  but  she  has  got  a  headache 
and  is  lying  down.” 

"It’s  no  matter,”  said  Val.  “You  be  in  the  gallery  of  the 
House,  and  I  think  you  will  see  the  fun,  all  right,  but  don’t 
make  any  mistake  and  speak  to  any  Mr.  Tozers  you  may  hap¬ 
pen  to  see  strolling  around,  for  it  won’t  be  me.” 

"Come,  that’s  a  fair  warning,”  said  Dora.,  “and  I’ll  try  to 
remember.  Must  you  go,  Val?  Yes?  Well,  I’ll  tell  father 
that  you  were  here,  and  I’m  sure  I  wish  you  every  suc¬ 
cess.  ” 

\  al  immediately  left,  the  hotel.  He  had  made  his  duty  call, 
and  now  be  was  ready  for  business.  To  go  to  a  small  hotel 
down  near  the  railroad  station  was  his  next.  move. 

Attached  to  this  hotel  was  a  saloon  called  the  “Poodle  Dog,” 
a  resort  for  toughs  and  sporting  politicians  of  the  worst 
kind. 

"So  this  i?  the  place  chosen  to  do  the  bribing  in,”  thought 
\a!.  "T  sec  the  idea.  It’s  to  get  as  far  away  from  the  capitol 
as  possible.  Well,  I’m  here  to  give  them  the  razzle-dazzle,  and 
I  m  going  to  do  it.  by  any  means  that  comes  my  way.” 

He  was  ready  to  take  desperate  means,  if  necessary. 

Val  was  one  of  those  careless  fellows,  who  had  knocked 
around  here  and  there  and  everywhere  so  long  that  he  did  not 
care  for  anything  or  anybody!  He  was  here  in  Springfield 
ready  to  do  business  for  bis  friends  in  Burling,  and  in  one  wav 
or  another,  that  business  was  going  to  be  done. 

V  ith  this  praiseworthy  sentiment  uppermost  in  his  mind  * 
Val  opened  the  door  of  the  Poodle  Dog  Cafe  and  walked  In.  ’ 

It  was  now  half-past  eleven  o’clock, and  near  to  the  appointed 
time. 

It  was  pure  bluff  that,  had  brought.  Val  here. 

Would  he  be  able  to  carry  out  the  bluff  to  the  end? 

it  looked  rather  doubtful  just  then,  for  who  should  he  see 
thr  very  first  thing  when  he  entered  the  saloon  but  Mr  Tozer 
himself,  leaning  up  against  the  bar  talking  with  “Uncle  Rube.” 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE  HON.  TOM  AND  THE  HON.  PINK  AM.  MIXED  » .T  BY  VAL. 

The  sight  of  Lawyer  Tozer  in  the  Poodle  Dog  was  something 
for  which  Val  was  not.  altogether  unprepared. 

Of  course  it  required  prompt  action  on  his  part.  IP  did 
not  want  to  be  caught  at  his  game  if  he  expected  to  play  it 
any  longer,  and  as  that  was  his  idea,  it.  was  fortunate  that  he 
had  time  to  dodge  into  the  washroom  before  Tozer  caught 
sight  of  him. 

This  gave  him  time  to  think  and  to  pull  himself  together,  so 
to  speak. 

What  was  to  be  done?  If  he  could  only  dispose  of  Lawyer 
Tozer!  If  he  could  by  any  hook  or  crook  get  him  out  of  the 
saloon  and  keep  him  out  until  the  appointed  time  had 
passed. 

It  took  Val  just  about  two  minutes  to  form  a  plan. 

Slipping  out  of  the  saloon  by  a  side  door,  he  ran  along  the 
alley  to  Main  street,  jumped  on  a  trolley  car  and  rode  to  the 
State  House. 

Here  instead  of  entering  the  House  of  Representatives  where 
the  bill  in  which  he  was  so  deeply  interested  was  to  come 
up  later  in  the  day,  Val  went  straight  to  the  telegraph  office. 

“You  know  me?”  he  said  to  the  young  girl  in  charge. 

“No,  sir.  I  can’t  say  I  do,  sir,”  was  the  reply. 

“Southwestern  Railroad.  You’ll  take  a  message  for  us,  and 
collect,  I  suppose?” 

“Why,  certainly,”  replied  the  girl.  “If  you  are  connected 
with  the  Southwestern  Railroad,  of  course  I  will.” 

Val  had  found  out  all  he  wanted  to  know,  and  that  was  to 
be  sure  that  they  did  not  know  him  in  the  telegraph  office. 

Seizing  a  bunch  of  blanks,  he  scribbled  off  the  following 
message: 

“To  J.  T.  Tozer,  Poodle  Dog  Saloon,  Springfield,  Ill.  Want 
to  see  you  at  once  at  the  capitol.  Do  nothing  further  until 
you  have  seen  me.” 

•.  ; 

This  he  signed  with  the  name  of  the  president  of  the  South¬ 
western  Railroad  Company,  per  V.  V.,  his  own  initials,  and 
tossed  it  over  to  the  girl  with  a  request  that  it  be  charged  to 
the  road. 

"It  will  go  right  away?”  he  said  to  the  operator. 

“Right  now,”  was  the  reply.  “It  ought  to  be  delivered  in 
five  minutes’  time,  as  we  have  got  an  office  right  next  door  to 
the  Poodle  Dog.” 

Val  knew  this  well  enough,  and  it  was  because  he  knew  it 
that  he  thought  of  this  scheme. 

Back  to  the  Poodle  Dog  he  hurried,  taking  up  his  station  in 
a  doorway  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street. 

He  had  not  been  there  more  than  two  minutes  when  he  saw 
J.  T.  Tozer  come  tearing  out  with  a  telegraph  boy  at  his 
heels. 

“Just  in  time!”  thought  Val.  “I’ve  fixed  him.  By  Jove!  I 
have  got  to  be  quick.” 

Tozer  called  a  back,  aud,  jumping  in,  was  driven  off  in  the 
direction  of  the  capitol.  while  Val  made  a  rush  for  the  Poodle  I 
Dog. 

“Uncle  Rube”  was  not  there,  nor  the  Hon.  Tom  Treadway, 
nor  the  Hon.  Dink  Gazzam. 

That  the  one  had  gone  away  with  his  bribe  in  his  pocket 
was  just  as  certain  as  that  the  other  two  had  not  come  alone  ' 
after  theirs  yet. 

^  Tt  wanted  a  quarter  of  twelve  by  the  clock  over  tbe  bar.  and 
Val  saw  how  close  run  he  was. 

“Now  then,  it  all  depends  upon  whether  Tozer  gets  back  in  i 
time  for  them  or  not,”  be  thought,  as  he  stepped  up  to  the  ( 
bar  and  said: 

"By  t.he  way,  1  shan't  be  back  again,  if  anybody  else  asks 
for  me.  Thought.  I’d  come  bark  and  tell  you,  so  nobody  need  i 
wait.” 

"All  right,  Mr.  Tozer,"  said  the  bartender.  “I'll  tell  any  one  I 
who  is  asking  for  you.  All  right.” 

'  al  went  out.  and  slipped  into  an  adjoining  hallway. 

It  was  close  quarters  to  do  tbo  “lightning  change”  act  here,  i 
but  Val  managed  it  behind  the  door. 

1  ozex  vanished  then,  and  a  very  decent-looking  voung  man  1 
took  his  place. 

\  al,  the  ventriloquist,  stood  leaning  up  against  tbo  doorwax 
ready  for  business  again. 

He  got  his  chance  in  a  few  moments. 

Along  came  the  Hon.  Dink  Gazzam,  decidedly  the  worse  for 
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wear,  and  looking  ugly  enough  to  take  care  of  any  member 
who  had  a  word  to  say  against,  the  Hamtown  district  to  the 
complete  satisfaction  of  the  crowd  in  the  gallery  of  the 

House. 

Gazzam  burst  into  the  Poodle  Dog. 

it  was  just  twelve  o'clock  when  he  went  in.  and  in  precisely 
five  minutes  he  came  tumbling  out  again,  running  into  the 
Hon.  Tom  Treadway  at  the  door. 

"He's  been  here  and  gone,  and  lie's  left  word  that  be  hain't 
coming  back  again!’’  roared  the  Hon.  Dink.  “Say,  this  is  a 
pretty  way  to  do." 

"He  told  me  you  were  a  drunken  bum,  and  he'd  never  give 
you  one  cent!"  came  the  reply  from  the  Hon.  Tom,  as  the 
Hon.  Dink  had  every  right  to  suppose. 

There  was  no  reason  why  he  should  not  suppose  it,  yet  the 
Hon.  Tom  had  not  uttered  a  word. 

He  did  not  get  a  chance  to  after  that. 

The  Hon.  Dink  was  fighting  drunk,  and  hauling  off  he  gave 
the  Hon.  Tom  one  between  the  eyes. 

“That’s  for  a  man  who  would  sell  his  vote  for  fifty  dollars, 
and  I'm  another  just  like  him!”  Val  from  the  doorway  made 
the  member  from  the  Hamtown  district  roar  out. 

Neither  said  it,  and  each  thought  the  other  said  it,  and  both 
sailed  in  and  punched  each  other  to  beat  the  band,  and  much 
to  the  delight  of  an  admiring  crowd  of  small  boys,  who  came 
flocking  around,  to  be  joined  presently  by  toughs  from  the 
Poodle  Dog  and  passing  pedestrians  who  began  to  lay  bets  on 
the  result,  for  the  two  men  each  held  their  own  well. 

Val  was  in  the  crowd,  of  course,  and  he  spurred  the  fighting 
members  on  by  calling  out  various  cheerful  things  about  each 
of  the  combatants,  making  it  appear  to  each  that  the  other 
said  them,  so  it  grew  livelier  and  livelier,  until  all  at  once 
the  hack  came  driving  up  and  J.  T.  Tozer  sprang  out. 

“Hi,  there!  Hi,  you  blamed  old  briber!’*  cried  Val,  throwing 
his  voice  between  the  two  fighting  legislators.  “Come  in  here 
and  I’ll  punch  the  stuffing  out  of  you!” 

Nobody  knew-  who  said  it,  of  course,  and  nobody  cared,  for 
in  just  tw*o  shakes  there  was  the  liveliest  sort  of  a  shindig 
there  in  front  of  the  Poodle  Dog. 

Letting  up  on  each  other,  the  Hon.  Dink  Gazzam  and  the 
Hon.  Tom  Treadway  with  one  accord  turned  upon  J.  T.  Tozer, 
and  made  things  lively  for  him. 

His  hat  went  one  way,  his  glasses  the  other,  his  precious 
person  went  first  into  the  gutter,  and  then  was  used  as  a  mop 
to  wipe  up  the  dirty  water  splashed  on  the  sidewalk  by  his 
fall. 

“He’s  a  railroad  company’s  briber!”  Val  made  his  voice 
sound  on  one  side  of  the  crowd.  "He’s  a  fraud  and  a  shyster!  ” 
came  instantly  from  the  other.  “He’s  a  spy  and  scab!”  re¬ 
sounded  from  a  third. 

Nobody  ever  dreamed  that  the  quiet  young  fellow  with  his 
hand  against  his  mouth  was  doing  it  all,  but  just  the  same  Val 
thought  it  was  a  good  time  for  disappearing,  so  he  jumped  on 
a  passing  trolley  car,  and  the  last  he  saw  of  J.  T.  Tozer,  the 
Hon.  Tom  Treadway  had  lifted  him  up  off  the  sidewalk  for  the 
purpose  of  letting  the  Hon.  Dink  Gazzam  knock  him  down 
again,  which  he  promptly  did. 


CHAPTER  XV. 


TROUBLE  IX  THE  “HOUSE.” 


Up  in  the  gallery  of  the  Lower  House  of  the  Illinois  State 
Legislature  there  is  always  the  usual  crowd  of  ladies  and  idle 
men  to  be  found  in  places  of  the  sort. 

But  there  happened  to  be  an  unusual  number  of  people  out 
to-day,  for  some  reason  hard  to  understand,  Unless  it  was 
that,  a  certain  Chicago  representative,  who  bad  the  reputation 
of  being  a  great  favorite  among  the  ladies,  was  expected  to 
speak. 

Away  over  in  one  corner  of  the  gallery,  with  his  bead  bent 
fonvard  until  his  chin  touched  the  railing,  sat  a  very  harmless- 
looking  young  fellow’,  a  mere  boy  in  fact,  wlio  might  easily 
have  been  recognized  by  any  of  the  Burlingites  who  remem¬ 
bered  the  night  that  the  opera-house  burned  as  Val,  the  ven¬ 
triloquist. 

It  w’as  quite  comfortable  for  Val,  for  it  was  the  first  time 
he  had  been  abroad  without  something  on  in  the  shape  of  a 

disguise  for  a  long  while. 


He  was  trying  to  locate  the  different  representatives  as  they 
filed  into  their  seats  after  the  noon  recess,  and  to  catch  on  to 
the  situation  generally,  as  he  expressed  it  to  himself. 

Question  now,  would  J.  T.  Tozer  put  in  an  appearance,  and 
what  about  “Uncle  Rube,”  whose  real  name,  by  the  way,  was 
the  Hon.  Peter  Pewlett,  of  Grant  County,  and  the  Hon.  Dink 
Gazzam,  and  the  Hon.  Tom  Treadway? 

Nothing  but  time  could  solve  this  problem,  and  it  solved  a 
part  of  it  in  a  moment  by  sending  “Uncle  Rube"  to  his  seat, 
where  he  sat  with  his  legs  sprawled  out  and  his  goat’s  beard 
wagging  as  the  tobacco  juice  went  flying  in  long  streams  over 
the  floor. 

“You've  got  your  little  wad  in  your  pocket,  all  right,  and  I 
knowr  it,  and  so  no  doubt  have  others,"  thought  Val,  for  he 
knew  well  enough  that  there  were  many  members  open  to 
bribery,  who  were  not  to  be  “fixed"  in  any  such  crude  way  as 
by  turning  them  over  to  the  tender  mercies  of  J.  T.  Tozer  at 
the  Poodle  Dog. 

“I’ve  spoiled  twro  votes,  anyhow,”  he  thought,  “and  likely 
enough  there  were  others  coming  there  to  meet  Tozer  who 
were  turned  away.”  1 

So  Val  watched  apd  waited. 

Soon  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  Dora  with  several  other  young 
girls  over  on  the  other  side  of  the  gallery,  but  he  took  par¬ 
ticular  care  not  to  turn  his  eyes  her  way. 

A  litt  le  later  the  Honx  Dink  Gazzam  from  the  Hamtown 
district  came  in  and  went  swaying  to  his  seat,  where  he 
promptly  dropped  asleep. 

The  Hon.  Tom  did  not  appear,  nor  did  Briber  Tozer. 

Whether  they  had  come  to  an  understanding  or  whether 
both  had  been  arrested  for  fighting  Val,  of  course,  could  not 
tell,  and  there  he  sat  waiting  patiently  for  the  first  gun  to 
fire  on  the  Wippinger’s  Creek  bill,  which  at  last  came  up 
for  a  hearing. 

It  was  read  by  the  clerk,  and  the  Hon.  Peter  Pewlett,  of 
Grant  County,  got  up  to  speak  in  its  favor. 

As  “Uncle  Rube”  took  the  floor,  he  gave  one  final  squirt 
of  tobacco  juice,  which  shot  half  the  length  of  the  aisle,  and 
then  throwing  back  his  shoulders  and  squaring  his  chest,  he 
went  at  it  hammer  and  tongs. 

“Of  what  use  were  all  these  small  creeks  running  to  waste 
all  over  the  State?  Here  was  a  great  corporation  engaged 
in  the  useful  occupation  of  coal  mining  giving  employment  to 
hundreds  of  men,  etc.,  etc.” 

It  was  a  good  word  for  the  railroad  company  from  the 
start  to  finish.  It  heaped  praise  on  the  good  management 
of  the  Southwestern.  It  gave  no  chance  for  an  argument 
so  far  as  the  town  of  Burling  was  concerned,  for  it  described 
it  as  an  insignificant  hamlet,  of  no  possible  consequence.  - 

“  Uncle  Rube”  was  a  better  speaker  than  one  would  have 
supposed,  and  in  spite  of  the  “hayseed”  in  his  hair,  evidently 
had  enjoyed  some  education.  This  was  his  first  term  in  the 
House,  and  few  knew  him,  for  which  reason  he  had  been 
selected  to  defend  the  bill. 

It.  was  expected  that  the  Hon.  Frank  Clark  of  the  Burling 
district  would  be  on  hand  to  speak  for  the  town,  but  Frank 
bad  not  put  in  an  appearance  yet,  and  Val  was  beginning  to 
get  a  bit  worried  about  him,  for  he  knew  that  he  had  accom¬ 
panied  Dr.  Ducher  out  of  town  to  look  at  the  piece  of  land. 

As  there  was  nobody  else  present  likely  to  call  down  “Uncle 
Rube,”  Val  thought  that  he  might  as  well  take  a  hand  in  it, 
and  he  kept  his  chin  down  close  against  the  gallery  rail,  watch¬ 
ing  a  chance. 

"And  now,  gentlemen!”  thundered  “Uncle  Rube,”  “I  think 
1  have  sufficiently  demonstrated  that  to  close  this  creek  will 
be  a  positive  advantage  to  the  property  owners  of  that  section 
of  the  State.  i  maintain  that - " 

“Fifty  dollars  a  vote  is  little  enough  for  a  man  to  work 
for.  and  that’s  all  the  railroad  company  is  paying  on  this 
bill!  ’’ 

Good  gracious,  what  an  excitement,  there  was  then. 

Vd.  watching  hi?;  chance,  got.  it  all  right,  for  when  “Uncle 
Rube”  stopped  to  clear  lus  throat,  Val,  who  had  been  listening 
closely  to  bis  voice  so  that,  he  had  no  difficulty  in  imitating 
it,  made  him  go  right  on  speaking  as  above. 

For  an  instant  there  was  profound  silence. 

Then  everybody  laughed  all  over  the  house,  while  as  for 
"I  nob*  Rube”  himself,  standing  there  with  his  mouth  wide 
open,  he  blurted  out; 

“Good  gosh!  There  isn't  anybody  here  durn  fool  enough 
to  think  1  said  that!  " 

Rap!  Rep!  Ran!  from  the  speaker’s  gavel. 

“Yor  did  say  it!  Yer  knew  yer  saiu  it!  And  1  was  to  get 
•fifty  dollars,  too!” 
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.  This  time  it  was  the  Hon.  Dink  Gazzarn  who  seemingly 

jpoke. 

But  Dink  was  really  sound  asleep. 

;  He  knew  no  more  of  what  was  going  on  than  if  he  had  been 
off  on  a  spree  with  the  man  in  the  moon. 

I  “You’re  a  blasted  liar,  and  why  don’t  you  get  up  and  say 

I I  to  a  fellow’s  face  like  a  man?”  screamed  “Uncle  Rube, ”  seiz¬ 
ing  his  hook-handled  umbrella,  which  he  always  insisted  on 

rbringing  to  his  seat  with  him  instead  of  leaving  it  in  the 
t.'loak  room  as  he  should. 

“Order!  Order!”  was  shouted  from  differents  points  around 
-.he  big  hall. 

I  Rap!  Rap!  Rap!  went  the  speaker’s  gavel  again. 

“Sit  down!  Sit  down!  You  are  an  old  hayseed!  Sit  down, 
’Rube!  What’s  the  price  of  pumpkins  deown  your  way?” 

1  Val  did  some  of  it.  Others  helped,  but  “Uncle  Rube”  did 
the  most  himself  to  push  the  good  thing  along,  for  he  man¬ 
aged  to  push  the  hook-handle  umbrella  under  the  collar  of 
the  Hon.  Dink  Gazzam’s  coat,  and  lifted  him  to  his  feet,  where¬ 
upon  Dink  fell  oyer  against  him  so  hard  that  both  went  sprawl¬ 
ing  on  the  floor. 


CHAPTER  XYI. 


WHAT  HAS  BECOME  OF  DK-  DT7CHEB? 


Val’s  clever  ventriloquist  work  knocked  the  Wippinger’s 
Dreek  bill  out  of  time  that  day. 

“Uncle  Rube.”  and  the  Honorable  Dink  Gazzam  had  a  reg- 
llar  scrap  right  there  on  the  floor  of  the  legislative  hall. 

It  was  a  very  disgraceful  affair.  Uncle  Rube  got  his  eye 
slackened,  and  the  Honorable  Dink  had  his  head  cut  and  two 
.eeth  knocked  out  before  the  sergeant-at-arms  and  those  he 
called  upon  to  help  him  could  get  there  and  take  a  hand  in, 
which  they  did  to  such  good  purpose  that  both  of  the  honor- 
ible  (?)  gentlemen  were  hustled  off  the  floor.  What  be¬ 
came  of  them  after  that  Val  never  knew'. 

After  the  House  had  quieted  down.  Uncle  Rube’s  bill  was 
promptly  laid  on  the  table,  and  other  business  taken  up. 

Of  course  Val’s  usefulness  was  now  gone,  and  he  lost  no 
;ime  in  getting  out  of  the  gallery  and  conveying  himself  as 
’ar  away 'from  the  capitol  of  the  State  of  Illinois  as  pos¬ 
sible.  / 

With  the  sole  exception  of  Dora,  no  one  ever  dreamed  that 
le  was  the  author  of  the  disgraceful  row  which  the  evening 
papers  reported  in  large  type  under  the  big  head,  “CORRUP¬ 
TION!”  And  the  report  went  on  to  say  that  when  members 
osing  their  heads  through  an  over-indulgence  in  whisky  openly 
idmit  having  sold  themselves  to  the  railroad  company  for 
he  low  price  of  $50  a  head,  it  was  high  time  to  call  a  halt 
ind  find  out  where  we  were  at,”  etc.,  etc. 

Val  bought  all  the  papers  and  had  a  tine  laugh  over  the 
•eports,  you  may  be  sure. 

After  a  light  supper  at  a  restaurant,  Val  -went  up  to  the 
lOtel  to  call  on  Dora,  for  he  felt  much  concerned  about  Dr. 
Bucher  and  Mr.  Clark,  as  both  those  gentlemen  had  faitli- 
’ully  promised  to  be  on  hand. 

“Father  has  .not  come  in.  yet,  Val,"  said  Dora.  “I  wish  I 
mew  what  it  meant.  Really.  I  begin  to  feel  alarmed.” 

“And  so  do.  I."  replied  Val.  “I  feel  a  good  deal  move 
roubled  about  it  than  you  imagine.  Where  is  it  they  went 
Dora,  do  you  know?” 

“Indeed.  I  don’t,  and  that  is  just  the  trottb’e,”  replied  Dora 
‘It  was  only  a  little  way  out  of  town,  though.  They  were 
o  look  at  some  lots  and  be  back  for  dinner.  It  is  seven  o'clock 
tow.  and  I  must  say  I  am  growing  greatlv  alarmed.” 

“Something  ought  to  be  done,”  said  Val.  “Do  you  know 
low  they  went?” 

“No,  I  don’t,  except  that  father  said  he  meant  to  drive  out 
md  I  suppose  be  did." 

“I'm  going  to  investigate,"  said  Val.  “We  can’t  let  the  mat¬ 
er  stand  so.” 

“What  will  you  do?” 

“First  of  all  I  will  go  to  every  livery  stable  in  the  city  and 
ice  if  T  can’t  find  out  where  they  hired  the  team.  Very  likely 
our  father  would  say  where  bo  meant  to  go.” 

“It  would  be  just  like  him."  replied  Dora,  “and  I  thiuk  it 
i  s  a  good  idea.  But  suppose  you  find  out.  Val,  what  will 
ou  do,  then?” 


“Take  a  bicycle  and  go  after  him.” 

“You  will  come  back  here  first  and  let  me  know?" 

Val  promised  and  hurried  away. 

The  more  he  thought  about  the  matter  the  more  worried 
be  grew,  for  something  seemed  to  tell  him  that  this  was  only 
another  dodge  of  the  railroad  company’s  tricksters,  not  aimed 
against  Dr.  Ducher  so  much  as  It  was  against  the  Hon.  Frank 
Clark,  for  it  certainly  would  have  been  of  immense  assistance 
to  the  plotters  to  have  the  member  representing  the  inter¬ 
ests  of  Burling  kept  off  the  floor  of  the  House  when  the 
Wippinger’s  Creek  hill  came  up. 

Val  tried  three  livery  stables  unsuccessfully  and  then  went 
to  Duncan’s,  one  of  the  largest  in  town. 

Here  be  found  as  soon  as  he  stated  his  business  that  be  had 
struck  it  right. 

Dr.  Ducher  had  engaged  a  team  there,  stating  that  he  and 
Mr.  Clark  were  going  to  drive  out  to  Bellevue,  a  small  village 
about  live  miles  from  town. 

“They  expected  to  be  back  before  dinner,”  said  the  clerk, 
who  gave  Val  the  information.  “Mr.  Duncan  feels  sure  that 
something  must  have  happened  and  telegraphed  me  only  a 
few  moments  ago  to  send  some  one  out  to  look  for  them,  but 
if  you  say  you  will  go,  I  suppose  it  will  do  just  as  well.  You 
had  better  let  one  of  our  men  drive  you  out.  There  will  be 
no  charge  for  the  team.” 

“No,”  said  Val.  ”1  think  I’ll  go  on  a  bike.  I  don’t  want 
to  be  bothered  with  a  team.” 

He  hurried  back  to  a  bicycle  shop  which  he  bad  seen  near 
by,  and,  hiring  a  wheel,  rode  to  the  hotel,  where,  to  his  sur¬ 
prise.  he  found  Dora  in  bicycle  costume,  standing  outside  with 
a  lady’s  wheel.” 

“Dora!”  he  exclaimed.  “What  do  you  mean  to  do?” 

“I  mean  to  go  with  you,  Val.  You  have  not  found  out  any¬ 
thing,  lam  sure.” 

“Nothing  favorable.  It’s  all  the  other  way.” 

“I  was  afraid  so.” 

“You  had  better  not  think  of  going.  Dora.  Leave  it  to  me.” 

“Indeed,  I  shan’t.  Where  did  father  go?  Tell  me  all  you 
have  learned.” 

“He  went  to  a  place  called  Bellevue  with  Mr.  Clark,  driving 
the  team  himself.  He  should  have  been  back  not  later  than 
noon.” 

“Then  it  is  high  time  that  something  was  done.” 

“It  certainly  is.  Perhaps  I  had  better  report  the  matter 
to  the  police.” 


“I  think  not.  I  know  father  would  not  like  to  get  his  name 
in  the  papers  if  there  is  any  possible  way  of  helping  it.  Lets 
you  and  me  go,  Val.  It  won’t  take  us  loug  to  get  to  Bellevue 
and  back.  If  we  don’t  find  out  anything,  it  will  be  time 
enough  then  to  go  to  the  police.” 

There  was  no  such  a  thing  as  dissuading  Dora,  so  Val  de¬ 
termined  to  yield,  and  they  started  off,  then  and  there. 

The  run  to  Bellevue  was  over  a  level  road,  parallel  with 
the  track  all  the  way.  It  was  soon  accomplished,  and  Val 
and  Dora  rounded  up  at  Whitcomb's  Hotel,  where  they  made 
the  startling  discovery  that  Dr.  Duclier  had  left  his  team  at 
tin1  hotel  and  had  gone  off  with  Mr.  Clark  to  examine  a  piece 
of  property  about  a  mile  back  in  the  country,  and  had  not 
since  returned. 

hy  didn’t  you  telephone  the  livery  stable?”  asked  Val. 

Df  course  something  must  be  wrong. ” 
i  he  clerk  admitted  that  he  ought  to  have  done  so,  but  ex¬ 
plained  that  lie  liad  not  realized  t lie  length  of  time  which  bad 

elapsed. 


Ot  course  the  excuse  was  a  lame  one.  but  Val  did  not  stop 
to  discuss  the  matter  further  than  to  ascertain  the  exact  loca¬ 
tion  of  the  lots,  which  proved  to  lie  about  a  mile  back  from 
me  Ml  age  up  a  narrow  lane  along  which  it  was  difficult  to 
rime:  this  being  the  reason  the  doctor  and  Mr.  Clark  had  left 
Mieir  team  and  gone  on  foot. 

Is  there  any  house  up  there?”  asked  Val. 

M  Ii.\,  there  is  an  old  deserted  farmhouse  on  the  land.”  rc- 
p  '( I  tin*  clerk.  Ii  stands  back  from  tlie  lnuo  about  a 
qii.ii  »  i  o  a  mile,  in  ;i  grove  ot  trees.  You  can  hardly  exited 
o  tind  your  friends  there,  though.  They  must  have  walked 
dough  to  the  next  town  for  some  reason.  You  bad  better  go 
hotel  "  r0b*,h,y  •TOU  "iU  timl  Hieui  all  right  ai  the 


Tlie  clerk  spoke  in 
suspicions,  and.  at 
rn  ge. 


i  half  sneering  way.  which  excited  Ynl’s 
1  be  same  time,  threw  Dora  into  a 


"You  are  entirely  mistaken!"  she  oriel.  “||v  father  don’t 
dunk  nor  gamble.  Something  has  happened  to  them,  aud  if 
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you  hail  done  what  you  ought  to.  the  Springfield  police  would 
have  been  notified  long  ago.” 

Hush,  Dora.”  said  Yal,. “it's  no  use  to  talk.  We  will  go  on 
an<l  see  what  we  can  find.” 

"That  fellow  knows  more  about  the  matter  than  he  pre¬ 
tends  to.  in  my  opinion,”  thought  Yal,  as  they  rode  off  to¬ 
gether  up  the  lane. 


CHAPTER  XY1I. 


THE  ACCIDENT  IN  THE  LANE. 


“What  a  dismal  place,  Yal,”  remarked  Dora,  as  they  rode 
along,  side  by  side. 

“It  is  indeed,”  replied  Yal.  “I  don’t  see  what  in  the  world 
your  father  expected  to  do  with  property  out  here?” 

"Oh,  I  can  explain  that,”  replied  Dora.  “Mr.  Clark  knows 
that  a  big  mowing  and  reaping  machine  factory  is  going  to 
be  started  at  Bellevue.  He  expects  the  land  to  rise  in  value 
as  soon  as  this  becomes  generally  known,  so  he  and  my  father 
have  decided  to  invest  a  little  money  in  lots  near  the  factory 
site  if  they  can  buy  them  at  a  low  enough  price.” 

As  Dora  was  making  this  explanation,  a  whirring  sound 
was  suddenly  heard  behind  them,  and  a  man  with  his  hat 
drawn  down  over  his  eyes  and  his  coat  collar  turned  up  went 
whizzing  past  on  a  wheel,  quickly  disappearing  in  the  shad¬ 
ows  of  a  line  of  trees,  which  at  a  short  distance  ahead  grew 
on  both  sides  of  the  lane. 

“Goodness,  how  that  fellow  scared  me!”  cried  Dora.  “Why 
in  the  world  didn’t  he  ring  his  bell?” 

“I  don’t  know  why  he  didn’t  ring  his  bell,”  replied  Yal, 
“but  what  I  do  know  is  that  he  looked  to  me  just  like  that 
hotel  clerk.  Strange,  too!  I  don’t  like  this.  I  think  that  fel¬ 
low  is  going  to  turn  out  to  be  a  fake.” 

“Do  you  know  I  think  the  very  same  thing,”  said  Dora. 
“The  idea  of  his  insinuating  that  father  and  Mr.  Clark  were 
drunk  and  gambling!  What  did  he  call  you  back  for, 
Yal?” 

“Why,”  replied  Yal,  for  the  clerk  had  called  him  back  just 
as  they  were  about  to  mount  their  wheels,  “he  said  that  we 
had  better  look  out  how  we  went  prowling  about  that  old 
deserted  house  he  spoke  of.  for  the  reason  that  it  was  a  hang¬ 
out  for  tramps,  and  he  thought  we  might  get  into  trouble  if 
we  did.” 

“Let  him  keep  his  advice  to  himself!”  exclaimed  Dora.  “Do 
you  really  think  it  was  he  who  went  past  on  that  wheel?” 

“I  do,  Dora.  It  looked  just  like  him.  There’s  something 
wrong  about  that  man.  If  there  wasn’t  he  would  never  have 
let  that  team  stand  in  his  stable  all  day  without  notifying 
Duncan;  that’s  what  I  say.” 

But  Vay  .did  not  say  all  he  thought,  for  if  he  had  he  would 
have  added  that  his  suspicions  were  aroused  that  the  clerk 
knew  more  about  the  strange  absence  of  Mr.  Clark  and  Dr. 
Duclier  than  he  cared  to  tell. 

.Tust  then  it  began  to  rain.  The  shower  had  been  threaten¬ 
ing  for  some  time,  and  now  it  came  down  good  and  hard  all 
in  a  moment. 

"Bother!”  exclaimed  Dora.  “We  shall  be  wet  through.” 

“It’s  too  bad,”  replied  Yal.  “I  was  in  hopes  the  rain  would 
hold  off  just  a  little  while  longer,  but  I  suppose  we  have  got 
to  face  the  music.  I  wonder  how  much  further  we  have  to 
go?” 

The  hotel  clerk  had  described  the  lots  as  lying  on  both  sides 
of  the  lane,  beginning  at  a  point  where  the  line  of  trees 
through  which  they  were  now  passing  came  to  an  end,  but  in 
the  darkness  and  storm  the  trees  seemed  to  stretch  out  in¬ 
terminably,  and  Yal  certainly  would  have  suggested  that  Dora 
go  back  to  the.  hotel  or  station  and  wait  for  him  if  he  had 
thought  for  a  moment  that  she  would  consent. 

The  rain  increased  as  they  rode  on,  and  by  the  time  they 
came  to  the  end  of  the  trees  it  was  coming  down  in  torrents. 
Just  then  Yal  spied  the  old  house  off  on  their  left  and  saw 
that  there  was  a  lane  leading  up  to  it. 

“Of  course  we  must  go  there  and  have  a  look  at  the  place,” 
be  thought.  “There’s  nothing  else  to  do.  I  don’t  like  this. 
There  isn't  one  chance  in  ’a  thousand  that  our  coming  here  is 
going  to  do  any  good.” 

These  thoughts  were  running  through  his  mind  as  he  bent 
bis  head  to  meet  the  storm,  when,  all  in  an  instant,  he  saw 


Dora,  who  had  ridden  a  little  in  advance,  pitch  violently  for¬ 
ward  and  go  down  with  her  wheel  all  in  a  heap. 

“Oh,  Yal!”  she  screamed  as  she  fell,  and  then  all  was 
silence.  Dora  made  no  effort  to  rise,  but  lay  there  with  the 
wreck  of  her  wheel,  perfectly  still. 

Of  course  Yal  was  on  his  feet  in  an  instant.  He  feared 
the  worst,  and  his  fears  were  fully  realized. 

A  fence  rail  lay  across  t lie  road.  It  was  against  this  that 
the  bicycle  had  struck.  ^The  forward  wheel  was  a  complete 
wreck,  and  poor  Dora  ‘seemed  entirely  unconscious.  Her 
head  had  come  in  contact  with  the  fence  rail,  her  forehead 
was  deeply  cut,  and  the  blood  was  trickling  down  over  her 
face  in  two  streams. 

“Dora!  Dora!  Speak  to  me!  Are  you  much  hurt?”  cried 
Yal,  terribly  frightened,  of  course. 

He  caught  Dora  in  his  arms  and  raised  her  up.  For  the 
moment  he  thought  she  was  dead,  and.  as  he  crouched  there 
in  the  rain  holding  the  girl,  Yal  found  himself  in  a  greater 
state  of  excitement  than  he  had  ever  been  in  his  life  before 
and  most  woefully  puzzled  to  know  what  to  do. 

He  called  Dora's  name  again  and  again.  Receiving  no  an¬ 
swer,  he  felt  of  her  heart  and  pulse.  It  seemed  to  him  that 
there  was  no  movement  to  either. 

“She’s  dead!”  he  gasped.  “She’s  dead!  Oh,  what  on  earth 
shall  I  do?” 

Yal  thought  quickly  under  all  circumstances— he  thought 
like  lightning  now. 

Leaning  his  wheel  against  the  fence,  he  lifted  Dora  in  his 
big,  muscular  arms  and  staggered  off  up  the  cross  lane  with 
her.  It  was  impossible  to  let  the  suffering  girl  remain  there 
in  the  rain.  If  this  was  only  a  fainting  fit,  so  much  more  the 
reason  why  she  should  be  taken  under  cover  at  once. 

The  -old  farmhouse  was  but  a  short  distance  up  the  lane, 
standing  in  the  midst  of  a  little  grove  of  trees. 

As  Yal  drew  near  enough  to  see  between  the  trees,  he  was 
startled  by  the  sight  of  a  bright  light  flashing  from  window 
to  window. 

“By  .Tove!  there  is  somebody  there!”  he  exclaimed.  “Can 
it  be  that  fellow  who  passed  us?  What  can  it  mean?” 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


THE  STRANGE  DISAPPEARANCE  OF  DORA. 


“Do  you  feel  better,  now,  Dora?” 

“Yes,  Yal;  ever  so  much  better;  but  oh,  so  weak.  I  shall 
be  all  right  in  a  few  minutes.  Just  let  me  be  still  where  I 
am.” 

Yal  closed  the  window  to  keep  out  the  rain,  now  beating 
violently  in,  and  stood  over  the  pile  of  dead  oak  leaves  upon 
which  Dora  lay,  looking  very  much  perplexed  if  his  face  could 
have  been  seen,  but  that  was  impossible,  for  the  room  was  as 
dark  as  pitch. 

It  was  the  first  room  on  the  right  of  the  broad  hallway 
which  ran  through  the  old  farmhouse.  Yal  had  carried  Dora, 
right  in  through  the  open  door,  and,  finding  the  leaves,  laid 
her  down,  where,  almost  in  the  same  moment,  she  opened  her 
eyes  and  called  him  by  name. 

Yal  wiped  the  blood  from  her  face  with  his  handkerchief, 
and,  striking  a  match,  examined  the  wound,  explaining  at 
the  same  time  what  had  happened  in  answer  to  her  eager 
questions  feebly  put. 

“I  didn’t  see  the  rail  at  all.”  said  Dora.  “I  wonder  how  it 
calne  there.  Do  you  think  that  it  could  have  been  put  in  the 
lane  by  that  fellow  who  went  past  us  on  the  wheel  on  pur¬ 
pose  to  throw  me  down?” 

“I  don’t  know  what  to  think,”  replied  Yal.  “It  certainly 
looks  like  it.  There  was  somebody  moving  around  here  with 
a  light  when  I  brought  you  in,  Dora.  Do  you  think  you 
would  be  afraid  to  remain  here  alone  for  a  few  minutes, 
while  I  go  through  the  rooms  and  see  if  I  can  find  out  who 
it  is?  We  certainly  want  to  know.” 

“Go  at.  once,”  replied  Dora.  “Of  course  we  want  to  know. 
We  must  know,  but  oh,  do  be  careful  of  yourself.  Yal!  I  am 
so  weak  that  I  don’t  believe  I  could  stand  on  my  feet  if  I 
tried.  What  in  the  world  should  I  do  If  anything  was  to 
happen  to  you  now  in  this  house?” 
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room  mul  wont  out  into  the  hall, 
they  had  been  in  the  house  Yal  had 
ouo  pounce  upon  him.  but  nothing  of 
The  lighi  vanished  before  he  reached 
had  neither  heard  nor.  seen  anything 


“Don't  you  worry  about  me,”  replied  Yal.  “I  won’t  be  gone 

a  minute." 

He  hurriedly  left  the 

Every  moment  since 
expected  to  lune  some 
the  sort  had  occurred, 
the  doorstep,  and  he 
since. 

He  did  not  succeed  in  solving  the  .mystery,  either.  He  went 
from  room  to  room  on  both  floors  of  the  old  house,  striking 
matches  and  groping  his  way  about  as  noiselessly  as  possi¬ 
ble,  but  making  no  discovery  until  he  got  back  to  the  room 
where  he  had  left  Dora,  when  he  found  himself  up  against 
one  of  such  a  serious  nature  that  it  made  his  heart  stand 
still. 

"Dora!”  he  gasped.  “Dora!  Where  are  you?” 

He  could  scarcely  believe  his  eyes,  and  yet  they  did  not 
deceive  him.  The  bed  of  leaves  was  vacant.  Dora  had  dis¬ 
appeared! 

Yal  was  half  wild.  He  bitterly  reproached  himself  for 
having  left  her.  Striking  a  match,  he  took  one  hasty  glance 
about  the  room  to  assure  ’himself  that  he  had  not  been  de¬ 
ceived  in  the  darkness. 

It  was  just  as  he  had  seen  it.  Dora  was  not  there,  but  on 
the  floor  beside  the  bed  of  leaves  stood  a  small  dark  lantern, 
which  told  the  story  in  part.  Dora  had  been  carried  off  by 
somebody,  and  that  somebody  had  left  the  lantern  be¬ 
hind.  ' 


closet.  It  did  not  go  dear 
there  was  a  partition  which 


about  the  arrangement  of  this 
through  to  tin*  stairs.  Instead 
cut  it  off  about  halfway. 

Yal  was  just  about,  to  examine  a  little  more  closely  into 
this  arrangement,  when  he  heard  the  two  men  returning. 

"What  in  thunder  does  it  mean?"  lie  heard  the  man  with 
the  hotel  clerk’s  voice  call  out.  "Barney  not  to  be  found! 
Why,  I’ll  take  my  affidavit  that  I  heard  him  out  there!  If 
it  wasn’t  Barney,  then  who  the  deuce  could  it  have 
been  ? ” 

“I’ll  take  my  affidavit,  too,  that  I  heard  him,  but  lie  isn’t 
there,  all  right.”  was  the  growling  reply,  and  then  to  Val’s 
horror  the  closet  door  was  suddenly  flung  open  and  the  two 
men  walked  in. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


VAL  FINDS  AN  UNEXPECTED  EMEND. 


Yal  stooped  down  and  picked  it  up. 

The  lantern  was  lighted,  but  the  slide 
"Some  one  will  be  back  for  this  thing 

'Hello!  I  can  hear  them  upstairs  now. 


they  are  looking 
of  this,  all  right! ” 

was  a  large  closet  in  the  room  just,  beyond  the  big 


was  shut  off. 

„  in  a  moment,”  he 
thought.  ” Hello!  1  can  hear  them  upstairs  now.  By  thunder! 
I  guess  they  are  looking  for  me!  Let  them  wait!  I’ll  -mt 
the  best 

There 

open  lireplaee.  Yal’s  quick  eye  caught  sight  of  the  half-open 
door  and  he  popped  through  it,  standing  there  in  the  darkness 
and  wisely  not  shutting  the  door  any  closer  than  it  had  been 
before. 

l  ie  was  not  a  moment  too  soon,  for  he  had  scarcely  located 
himself  when  a  tall  man  with  a  black  cloth  tied  over  the 
lower  part  of  his  face  peered  into  the  room. 


in  his  mouth  when  he  heard  the  two  men 
and  flattened  himself  up 
he  thought,  “and  I 
him  these  two  men 


he  whispered.  “Where  in  thunder 


“He's  not  here 
have  gone?” 

”1  tell  you  he  must  have  come 
voice  out  in  the  hallway,  which 

as  that  of  the  hotel  clerk. 


can  he 


recognized 

when,  wo  sneaked  the  girl  out,  wasn't  he? 
down  myself.” 

“Well,  then,  where  in  thunder  is  he?” 
“We  want  to  dispose  of  him  blamed  quick 
altogether  about  this  business.  It 


in  here,”  answered  another 
Yal's  trained  ear  instantly 


’He  was  upstairs 
I  heard  him  come 


risk 


affairs.  ” 
'up  against”  the  railroad 


t 

[ 

t 

1 


snapped  the  man. 
There’s  too  much 

,  .  --  won’t  do  to  have 

strangers  hanging  around  here.  I  wish  now  we  had  never 
listened  to  old  dozer,  but  had  just  minded  our  own 
\  al  had  heard  enough. 

He  knew  now  that,  he  was  still 
briber  and  no  one  else. 

This  seemed  the  proper  time  to  begin  business,  and  the  re¬ 
sult  was  tiiat  at  the  same  instant  the  two  men  heard  a  hoarse 
voice  outside  the  window,  calling:  ‘ 

“dTe.y,  boy  s'!  He’s  out  here  somewhere* !  Ho  tumped 
tin*  window.  He’s  hanging  around  among  the  trees’” 
i  hat  you,  Barney  V”  called  the  man  with  the 
ping  into  the  room. 

“Yes!”  replied  Yal.  throwing  his  voice  through  the  win 
dow,  which  by  the  way.  he  found  open  again  when  he 
back  into  the  room.  "Yes,  it’s  me.  Come'" 

“Wait  a  minute  till  f  get  my  lantern 
“By  gracious!  where  is  it?  i  left  h  here. 

“lie  took  it!”  replied  the  voice  of  tin 
"Will  you  wait  till  lie  gels  onto  the  wh 
come  on?” 

The  man’s  reply  was  jo  rush 


out 


mask,  step- 


mic 


on ! 

’  rep] 
too.  ” 
supposed 
racket  or 


came 


d  the  man. 


I'arncy. 
Will  you 


the 


i  -  .*  *  . .  from  the  room  and  out  in 

Xipen.  where  his  companion  in  the  hall  had  already  ~o tic 
\al  darted  out  of  the  closet  and  slipped  into  the'  hall 


closet  under  i 
1 1. >teiiinc  to 


too 

Uc  had  noticed  another 
he  popped  and  crouched 
*■  Barney”  outside. 

Tlmre  was  time  to  act  for  the  moment. 
Yal  opened  the  lantern  slide  and  flashed 
It  struck  him  at.  once  that  there  was 


he  stairs, 
the  men 


and  into  it 
calling  to 


the  light 

something 


about. 

peculiar 


Yal’s  heart  was 
at  the  closet  door. 

Instantly  he  shut  off  the  lantern 
against  the  wall  the  best  he  could. 

"I’m  a  dead  duck  if  they  catch  me,” 
don’t  see  how  they  are  going  to  miss.” 

He  was  mistaken,  however,  for  miss 
did. 

No  doubt  they  had  both  been  drinking,  and  their  senses 
were  not  very  acute. 

They  came  into  the  closet  growling  about  its  being  dark. 
They  groped  their  way  to  the  partition  at  the  farther  end, 
and  Yal,  holding  his  breath,  heard  them  fumbling  about  there 
for  a  moment,  when  there  was  a  slight  snap,  a  shuffling  of 
feet,  and  in  a  twinkling  they  were  gone. 

Yal  caught  his  breath.  It  seemed  as  if  a  great  load  had 
been  lifted  off  his  shoulders.  lie  had  escaped,  and  he  hardly 
knew  how. 

“Secret  door— hidden  spring  and  all  that  sort  of  Intsiness,” 
muttered  Yal.  "Well,  well,  well!  Here’s  discoveries!  My, 
but  that  was  a  close  shave!” 

Of  course  he  had  heard  enough  and  seen  enough  by  this 
time  to  understand  that  it  was  not  necessary  to  look  for  Dr. 
Ditcher  and  Mr.  Clark. 

Prom  the  moment  he  heard  .7.  C.  Tozer’s  name  mentioned 
Yal  knew  that  his  work  lay  right  there  in  that  old  farm¬ 
house. 

"I'll  never  leave  it  till  1  have  found  her.”  he  murmured, 
thinking  of  Dora,  “and  then  there  is  her  father,  too.” 

Yal  was  all  worked  up.  ITe  felt  out  ol'  all  patience  with 
hiniself  to  think  that  he  had  allowed  the  hotel  <Merk  to  de¬ 
ceive  him,  even  for  an  instant.  If  he  had  been  able  to 
his  hand  on  the  fellow  then  it  would  have  given  bun 
ticulnr  pleasure  to  bang  bis  head  against  the  wall. 

Yal  opened  the  lantern  slide  and  began  looking  for  the 
secret  door. 

I 

it  was  easy  to  see  that  ihe  partition  against  the  back  of 
the  stairs  was  the  door  in  question,  and  although  how  to 
open  it  was  another  thing.  \  al  found  the  hidden  spring  after 
a  few  moments’  search. 

It  would  have  been  just  as  well  if  he  had  looked  behind 
iiirn  while  he  was  doing  the  search  act. 
j  It  he  had  ho  would  have  seen  the  outer  door 
I  softly  open  and  a  young  man  with  a  brown 

!  , 

I  *  etching  sight  of  Yal.  lie  crept  into  the  closet 
ihke  tread  that  was  entirely  inaudible,  and  stood 
:  When  the  latter  finally  put  his  linger  upon  tin 

Hie  door  flew  open  and  Yal  flew  hack. 

I  o  powerful  hands  had  been  clapped  upon 
and  lie  was  jerked  backward  with  a  force 
1  him  off  his  feet. 

Don’t  try  any  funny  biz 
“  If  you  do,  you 
Great  Ctcsar’s 
live!” 

“Jack  Fox  well!”  gasped  Yal.  "You  here!” 

Here!  Why.  I’m  nowhere  else,  I  suppose,  but 
‘•rings  you  here,  Yql?  i  ;;tt!e 


put 
pa  r- 


of  the  closet 
derby  hat  peer 

with  a  cat 
behind  Yal 
secret  spring. 

his  shoulders 
which  almost  took 


hissed  a  linn  voi 


ce  in  his  ear. 


will  And  a  revolver  ready  for  you,  hov.  and 
ghost!  Why,  it’s  Yal  Voorhees,  as  true  a 


LS  I 


thur.dor  !'*-i 


imagined 


what  is 
when  I 


YATj  THE  VENTRILOQUIST 


l 

v 


*  17 


clapjH'd  niy  hands  on  you  and  swung:  you  around  who  l  was 
~  <‘o  lind  myself  up  against,  and  that’s  right.” 

“Business  of  the  most  Important  kind  brings  me  here.  Jack. 

1  !  hardly  know  how  to  explain." 

Mr.  Jack  Foxwell.  linking  his  arm  in  Yal’s,  drew  him  out 
of  the  closet  into  the  hall,  and  hacked  him  up  against  the 
door.  * 

“Look  here.  boy.  tell  me  the  cold  truth,  for  old  times' 
s.kt/'  in*  exclaimed.  ‘■’You  haven't  quit  the  ventriloquist 
business  u>  go  into  a  worse  one?  Xo!  Don't  you  go  and 
tell  me  that  you  belong  to  this  gang.’’ 

"Jack,  you  have  no  call  To  suspect  me!  Did  I  ever  do  any¬ 
thing  crooked  to  you,  say?” 

Yal  was  deeply  in  earnest. 

He  had  known  Jack  Foxwell  l'or  several  years,  the  latter 
having  at  one  time  been  stage-manager  for  the  Daley  &  Good 
company.  He  was  acting  in  that  capacity  when  Val  first 
joined  the  show,  but  now  he  was  with  the  Pinkerton  De¬ 
tective  Bureau,  according  to  what  Val  had  heard. 

"Are  you  still  a  detective.  Jack?”  lie  asked. 

"1  hat's  what  1  am.  You  know  that  very  well.  Val.” 

"1  heard  you  were,  but  l  didn't  actually  know.  By  gracious, 
there  isn't  a  man  on  the  face  of  the  earth  who  could  be 
more  welcome  to  nn*  under  the  circumstances!  Stand  as  you 
are.  Jack,  and  listen  to  my  story  before  you  say  another 
word.  1  want  you  to  understand.” 

Then  Val  told  his  old  friend  his  story  in  as  few  words  as 
possible. 

'  Ey  time,  it’s  right  up  to  me!"  exclaimed  Jack,  iu  a  hur¬ 
ried  whisper.  “I've  been  shadowing  these  fellows  for  two 
months,  Val.  Last  week  1  tracked  them  to  this  place,  and  1 
should  have  arrested  them  before  now.  only  1  had  no  proof 
of  any  charge  on  which  I  could  hold  them  in  case  1  made  a 
mistake.  You  have  furnished  the  missing  link.  1  can  now 
hold  them  on  a  charge  of  abducting  Dr.  Duclier  and  Mr.  Clark. 
That’s  all  I  want.  It’s  as  good  as  a  thousand  dollars  to  me 
that  I  struck  you  the  way  1  did.” 

“Then  we  can  help  each  other,’’  said  Val;  "but  tell  me. 
Jack,  who  are  these  fellows,  and  what  are  they  wanted  for? 
You  haven’t  said  a  word  about  it  yet." 

“Xo,  nor  1  don’t  know  that  1  ought  to,”  replied  the  detec¬ 
tive.  “but  I  suppose  1  must."  He  put  his  mouth  close  io  Yal's 
ear,  and.  dropping  his  voice  to  a  whisper,  said: 

"They  are  queer  coiners,  Yal.  The  Tug  McFadden  gang, 
if  I  know  what  I’m  talking  about.  I  don’t  suppose  you  ever 
heard  of  them,  but  the  pictures  of  every  one  of  them  are  in 
the  Rogues’  Gallery  hi  Chicago.  Now,  then,  you  see  what  you 
are  up  against,  boy." 

“ Counterfeiters!  Well,  well!”  exclaimed  Yal. 

"Xo.  not  counterfeiters:  I  didn’t  say  that.  I  said  queer 
coin-makers,  don’t  you  understand?" 

"I’m  sure  I  thought  queer  coin-makers  and  counterfeiters 
were  the  same  Thing.  Jack.” 

Detective  Foxwell  gave  a  short  laugh. 

“That’s  your  blessed  ignorance,"  lie  said.  “These  fellows 
are  making  small  coins  but  cf  pure  silver.  You  know,  at  the 
present  price  of  silver  the  half-dollar  is  not  actually  worth 
more  than  thirty  cents,  the  dollar  say  sixty  cents,  and  all  the 
smaller  coins  in  proportion.  I  tell  you,  Yal.  you  may  have 
handled  thousands  of  dollars’  worth  of  the  coins  made  by  the 
McFadden  gang  and  never  guessed  that  they  were  bogus. 
ThVre’s  a  thundering  big  reward  out  for  ihc  capture  of  these 
fellows,  and  as  you  wil!  have  helped  me  to  earn  it  by  the 
disclosures  you  have  made  to-night,  don’t  you  forget  it,  you 
will  come  in  for  your  share." 

"I'm  willing,"  replied  Yal.  “but  I’ve  got  my  own  work  to 
do.  remember.  Come,  Jack!  We  ought  to  be  getting  at  it. 

First  thing  you  know  we  shall  be  seen  here,  and  then - ” 

•Hist:"  breathed  the  detective,  seizing  Yal  by  the  shoulder 
jmd  pulling  him  into  the  room.  "Thetv  is  some  one  coming 
«»nt  of  the  closet  now!” 


CHAPTER  XX. 


INTO  TII1C  LION’S  MOUTH. 


The  person  who  came  out  of  the  closet  was  the  clerk  of  the 

hotel  at  Bellevue. 

He  stepped  out  into  the  hull,  and  with  one  wary  look  around, 


shot  through  the  front  door.  As  lie  passed  Yal  whispered  in 
Jack  Fox  well's  ear  who  he  was. 

“Let  him  go,”  replied  Foxwell:  “we  can  get  him  any  time 
we  want  hint.  Now.  then.  Yal." 

“We  start  on  our  discovery?” 

“Yes.  You  haven’t  forgotten  your  old  tricks?” 

“You  bet  I  haven’t.” 

“It  may  help  us.  Come  on,  Yal.” 

It  was  certainly  a  most  fortunate  thing  for  Yal  that  he 
had  thus  run  into  his  old  friend. 

Xaturall.v  he  felt  a  sense  of  security  which  he  had  not  felt 
before,  as  he  followed  the  detective  into  the  closet  under  the 
stairs. 

Jack  had  a  dark  lantern  of  his  own,  and  as  soon  as  Yal  had 
pressed  the  hidden  spring  and  the  secret  door  flew  back,  lie 
flashed  it  ahead. 

The  light  showed  them  a  narrow  opening  in  the  floor  at  the 
foot  of  the  stairs,  with  a  ladder  some  twenty  l’eet  long  leading 
down. 

"Ah,* ha!”  breathed  Jack.  “I  see  now  why  1  made  no  dis¬ 
coveries  in  the  cellar!  There  is  a  sub-cellar  here.  This  is 
the  way  into  it.  We  shall  soon  see.” 

He  dropped  upon  tin*  ladder  and  climbed  down. 

Yal  followed  him.  He  realized  the  awful  risk  they  were 
running,  and  expected  a  shot  every  instant,  but  none  came, 
and  in  a  moment  both  found  themselves  standing  at  the  en¬ 
trance  to  a  narrow  passage  boarded  up  on  all  sides. 

“Softly!  Softly!”  breathed  the  detective.  “The  den  isn’t 
directly  under  the  cellar,  but  a  little  to  one  side.  I  see.” 

He  pushed  on.  flashing  a  mere  glimmer  of  light  before  him. 

“You  are  armed,  Yal?”  In*  whispered,  turning  his  head 
around. 

“Xo,”  replied  Yal. 

"Then  take  this  revolver.  You  may  need  it  —  Ha!  What 
was  that?” 

Suddenly  a  little  bell  rang  out  ahead  of  them.  It  was  a 
gong,  and  evidently  controlled  by  electricity,  for  it  rang  a 
dozen  times  or  more  before  it  stopped. 

“Caught,  by  thunder!”  gasped  the  detective,  backing  up 
against  tin*  partition  and  whipping  out  his  revolver. 

He  was  treated  to  a  surprise  then,  and  so  was  Yal. 

This  part  of  the  partition  was  evidently  nothing  but  a  swing¬ 
ing  door.  It  flew  back  like  lightning,  and  down  went  the  de¬ 
tective  with  Yal  on  top  of  him,  making  noise  enough  to  wake 
the  seven  sleepers. 

The  next  Yal  knew  Jack  had  rolled  over  and  pulled  him 
away  from  the  door  which  shot  back  into  place. 

“On  your  feet,  man!  On  your  feet!”  gasped  the  detective. 
“Keep  a  cool  head,  or  we  are  both  lost!" 

“Who  is  it?”  called  a  voice  out  of  the  darkness  behind  them. 
“What’s  the  matter  now?” 

Neither  answered.  There  was  some  one  running  along  the 
passage. 

“What  are  you  making  all  that  noise  about?”  called  a  voice 
outside. 

Clutching  the  revolver.  Yal  waited  listening,  with  Detective 
Foxwell’s  hand  pressed  o^er  Ins  mouth. 

“Six.  nine  and  twenty-one.”  another  voice  said,  thickly. 
“What’s  the  matter  wiih  my  ringing  the  Dell  when  I  want  to 
let  you  know  I’m  coming  down?  Say.  are  any  of  the  boys 
here?" 

"They  are  all  here,*’  was  the  reply.  “By  the  great  horn 
spoon,  I  believe  you  are  drunk!  Of  course  you  fell  down  the 
ladder.  Six.  nine  and  twenty-one  is  the  password  all  right, 
but  you  don’t  go  in  till  1  let  them  know  you  are  here,  for 
they  are  busy  now.  Step  inside  there  and  stand  in  the  dark 
till  I  call  you.  It  will  rest  your  eyes  and  cool  off  your 
head  ” 


j  As  these  words  were  spoken  tin*  swinging  door  flew  violently 
open  and  a  man  'came  tumbling  in. 

“Blast  you!  What  are  you  about?"  he  yelled,  and  then  he 
did  not  say  any  more,  for  Jack  Foxwell’s  left  hand  was  about 
his  throat  and  the  cold  muzzle  of  the  revolver  came  against 
Liis  forehead. 

The  footsteps  in  the  passage  were  heard  retreating. 

“Shew  the  light,  Yal.”  breathed  the  detective,  and  when 
Yal  turned  his  dark  lantern  on  to  the  seem*  he  made  discov¬ 
eries  which  threw  him  Into  1 1n*  highest  pitch  of  excitement. 

They  had  captured  .1.  C.  Tozer! 

II  was  the  redoubtable  briber  of  the  Southwestern  railroad, 
and  no  one  else,  who  half  drunk  stood  trembling  In  the 
clutches  of  the  detective,  while  behind  them,  lying  upon  an 
old  bed.  with  their  hands  and  feet  tied  with  strong  rope, 
were  Dr.  Duclier  and  the  Hon.  Frank  Clark! 
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“Val!”  exclaimed  the  doctor,  for  neither  of  the  men  were 
gagged,  “flood  heavens!  Is  it  you?” 

“Hush!”  breathed  the  detective.  “Not  one  loud  word,  gen¬ 
tlemen.  If  you  want  our  help.  I  see  where  we  are  at.  Val, 
these  are  your  friends?” 

“That’s  who  they  are.”  whispered  Val,  “and  there  is  our 
enemy.  That’s  the  man  I  told  you  about— Tozer.  The  great¬ 
est  shyster  in  the  land.  Jack.  I’ve  got  an  idea.  Put  your  ear 
down  and  listen.  One  minute,  doctor.  We  are  here  to  save 
you,  but  there  is  other  work  to  be  done.” 

What  Val  whispered  to  the  detective  nobody  else  heard. 

“Good!  If  you’ve  got  the  courage,  try  it,”  replied  Jack, 
half  aloud,  “i’ll  stay  here  with  your  friends.  l\e  will  free 
you  in  a  moment,  gentlemen.  You  may  have  to  take  a  hand 
if  it  comes  to  a  fight.  I  suppose  you  are  ready  for  that  all 
right.” 

“We  are  ready  for  anything  to  get  out  of  this  mess,"  re¬ 
plied  Mr.  Clark.  “It’s  a 'contemptible  outrage,  and  that  man 
is  at  the  bottom  of  it.  Dr.  Ducher  and  I  came  out  here  to 
examine  some  property,  and  the  first  thing  we  knew  we  were 
seized  by  masked  men  in  one  of  the  rooms  upstairs  and 
dragged  down  here.  It  was  all  done  to  keep  me  from  speaking 
against  a  certain  bill  up  before  the  Legislature  to-day,  as  that 
fellow  there  knows  very  well.” 

“Gentlemen.”  please  don’t  talk,”  said  the  detective.  He  had 
snapped  a  pair  of  handcuffs  about  Tozer’s  wrists  and  clapped 
a  gag  into  his  mouth. 

Then  he  stripped  off  his  coat  and  Val  seized  his  hat,  throw¬ 
ing  his  own  aside. 

“Important  business,  doctor.”  he  whispered.  “More  im¬ 
portant  than  you  know  anything  about.  We’ll  talk  it  all  out 
later  on.” 

Pushing  Tozer  over  upon  some  boxes  which  stood  against 
the  wall,  the  detective  whipped  out  his  knife  and  cut  Dr. 
Ducher  and  the  Hon.  Frank  Clark  free.  Meanwhile  Val 
slipped  on  the  briber's  coat  and  hat,  first  clapping  on  a  wig 
and  making  a  few  lines  about  his  mouth  and  eyes  with  a 
queer-looking  pencil  which  lie  pulled  out  of  his  pocket. 

Val  worked  like  lightning,  and  knew  just  how  to  do  it.  In 
less  time  almost  than  it  takes  to  tell  it  .T.  C.  Tozer,  blinking 
like  an  owl  and  staring  with  drunken  solemnity  from  his 
boxes,  saw  his  veritable  double  standing  before  him. 

“Val,  you’re  a  wonder!”  breathed  Dr.  Ducher,  as  he  gazed 
at  the  boy.  “What  do  you  propose  to  do?” 

“What  I  propose  to  do.  doctor,  is  to  save  Dora,”  replied 
Val.  “Hush!  Don’t  cry  out.  Yes,  it  is  true,  she  is  a  prisoner 
here  in  this  den.” 

Before  the  doctor  had  a  chance  to  say  one  word  a  heavy 
footstep  was  heard  in  the  hall. 

“Mr.  Tozer.  you’re  wanted  now!”  a  voice  called  out. 

“Be  careful,  Val!  Look  out  for  yourself,  boy!”  breathed 
the  detective.  .# 

Without  replying  Val  staggered  out  through  the  swinging 
door  into  the  passage. 

He  was  running  an  awful  risk,  and  he  knew  it. 

He  was  going  deliberately  into  the  lion’s.. mouth,  if  ever  a 
boy  did  it  in  this  world. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 


IX  THE  COIXERS’  DEX. 


Val  know  perfectly  well  that  he  was  up  against  the  worst 
kind  of  danger,  and  that  the  success  of  the  very  bold  plan 
which  lie  had  formed  depended  entirely  upon  his  ability  to 
fool  these  men  into  believing  that  he  was  the  original  and 
only  genuine  J.  C.  Tozer. 

He  had  done  it  before  and  lie  felt  the  confidence  in  his  own 
ability  which  came  along  with  his  professional  training.  He 
felt  sure  that  lie  could  do  it  again. 

“You  want  to  brace  up,”  said  the  man  who  was  leading  him 
along  tlie  passage:  “if  you  don't  you  are  liable  to  get  into 
trouble,  my  friend.” 

“Quick!  Give  me  the  knife.  I’ll  do  the  business  for  him!” 
whispered  a  hoarse  voice  coming  apparently  from  behind  the 
door  of  file  room  they  had  just  left. 

“You  scoundrel!  You  have  set  those  fellows  free!”  cried 
the  man,  making  a  rush  at  Val. 


He  missed  his  mark.  Val’s  revolver  was  up  and  teutlj.  | 

So  was  Jack  Foxwell’s,  who  sprang  out  of  the  room  ioj 
the  assistance  of  his  friend,  with  Dr.  Ducher  and  the  a 

Frank  Clark  close  behind.  Vj 

"One  loud  word,  and  you’re  a  dead  man!”  hissed  the  * 
tective.  He  drew  the  fellow’s  hands  behind  him  unu  net 
them  firmly,  first  clapping  a  gag  into  his  mouth. 

"One  out,”  said  the  detective,  grimly.  “Good  boy.  >al. 
the  good  work  go  on!”  .  I 

Val  wasn’t  there  to  hear.  He  had  already  gone  on  througur 
the  passage,  which  was  now  lighted  by  a  small  lamp  whieni 
burned  dimly  at  the  other  end. 

Here  there  was  a  door,  and  Val  rapped  boldly  upon  it. 

A  little  slide  in  the  panel  was  immediately  opened,  and  an 
eye  peered  out. 

“Who  comes  here?”  a  vo:ce  exclaimed.  4 

“Six,  nine  and  twenty-one!”  said  Val,  thickly.  “Say.  he^^ 
added,  “there’s  something  the  matter  with  your  man  back 
there:  he’s  down  in  some  kind  of  a  fit  or  something.  You  \ 
had  better  go  and  see.  Oh.  gee,  I’ve  got  such  a  toothache. 

I  feel  like  having  some  kind  of  a  fit  myself.”  I 

This  last  remark  gave  Val  an  excuse  for  putting  his  hand 
against  his  mouth,  and  the  result  of  this  move  was  that  the., 
door-keeper  of  the  secret  den  was  treated  to  a  series  of  dis¬ 
mal  veils  coming  from  farther  .along  the  passage. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  called  a  loud  voice  inside. 

“Barney  has  got  a  fit,  this  here  gent  says,”  was  the 
reply. 

“For  gracious’  sake  go  and  see  what  the  row  is,”  was  the 
answer.  “Come  in.  Tozer.  Come  right  in.  Y’ou  want  to  talk 
turkey,  old  man:  if  you  don’t  we  are  going  to  make  it  warm 
for  you,  and  don't  you  forget  it.” 

Tlie  door  was  thrown  open,  and  as  Val  stumbled  in  the  door¬ 
keeper,  a  big,  powerful  fellow,  ran  out  aud  hurried  back  along 
the  passage. 

He  could  not  see  anything  of  Barney,  however;  tlie  dis¬ 
mal  cries  were  heard  no  more. 

“He  must  be  in  the  room,  I  s’pose.”  muttered  the  man. 
throwing  open  the  swinging  door  unhesitatingly. 

It  was  the  mistake  of  a  lifetime. 

The  detective,  the  doctor  and  the  Hon.  Frank  pounced  upon 
him  like  lightning. 

“Two  out!”  muttered  Jack  Foxwell.  “Bully  for  Val!  Count¬ 
ing  you,  you  old  shyster,”  ho  added,  shaking  his  fist  in  the 
lawyer’s  face,  “we  may  say  three.” 

Meanwhile  Val  found  himself  up  against  three  in  the  secret 
cellar,  which  was  quite  a  sizable  apartment,  fitted  up  with  a 
number  of  queer-looking  tools. 


They  were  not  particularly  tough-looking  citizens,  hut  rather 
intelligent-looking  on  the  whole. 

One,  a  man  with  a  heavy  black  mustache,  confronted  Val, 
and  said:  “Well,  have  you  brought  the  cash?” 

“No.  I  haven’t.”  replied  Val,  thickly.  “I  can’t  got  it  till  to¬ 
morrow.  and  that’s  what  I  want  to  say.” 

“To-morrow  won’t  do.”  replied  the  man.  grimly.  “See  here. 
Tozer.  you  and  I  are  not  very  well  acquainted,  but  I'll  tell 
you  a  secret.  You’ll  pay  up  what  you  agreed  to  pay  to-night, 
or  you'll  never  leave  this  place  alive.” 

“Don’t  talk  that  way.”  whined  Val.  “Say,  I’m  a  little  full. 
Fact  is,  I’ve  been  working  the  members  of  the  House  this 
morning  a  little  too  much  for  my  own  good,  and  they  cleaned 
me  out.  Yes,  I  dropped  my  roll:  I  don’t  know  how  nor  where. 
I  can  g:  !  another  as  soon  as  I  can  get  straightened  up. 
Lessee,  what  was  the  plan?  I  forgot.  What  was  to  be  done 
with  them  two  fellers?” 

“You  drunken  fool!  They  were  to  he  held  here  twenty-four 
hours  till  that  bill  of  yours  could  pass  tlie  House."  replied 
the  man.  “We  brought  them  in  here  blindfolded,  and  they 
will  go  out  the  same  way.  Still,  we  run  a  big  risk,  and  ex¬ 
pect  to  be  paid  for  it  according  to  agreement,  and  the  fact 
that  you  are  a  friend  of  Boss  McFodden’s  cuts  no  ice  at  all." 

toothache!”  groaned  Val,  with 


“Oh.  gee!  I’ve  got  such  a 
his  hand  against  his  mouth. 

“Just  come  here  a  minute,  will  you?"  called  a  voice 
near  the  door. 

The  three  men  thought  it  cam 
were  sure  of  it. 

“Confound  Barney!  What  in  thunder  is  tin 
him?”  cried  tlie  one  who  was  talking  to  Val. 
a  minute  here  till  I  go  and  see." 

lie  threw  open  the  door  only  to  find  himself  eon 
tlie  detective’s  cocked  revolver,  while  Dr.  Duchc 
Hon.  Frank  rushed  into  the  room. 

They  found  the  remaining  two  comers  win 
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up  as  high  as  they  could  get  them,  and  Val  with  a  cocked 
revolver  thrust  in  the  face  of  each. 

“  Fox  well,  the  detective!”  gasped  one,  as  he  peered  through 

the  door. 

Down  came  his  hands  upon  Yal’s  wrists,  striking  the  re¬ 
volver  to  the  floor,  and  with  all  the  ferocity  of  some  wild 
beast,  he  leaped  upon  the  boy. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

WINDING  UP  BUSINESS  IN  THE  COINER’S  DEN. 

“Whoa.  January!  Hold  on  there,  Nick  Daseon  b,  or  he^e 
goes  a  bullet  right  square  between  your  eyes!”  shouted  De¬ 
tective  Foxwell.  jamming  his  revolver  against  the  coiner’s 
forehead,  for  Val  had  been  quick  enough  to  spring  back,  raise 
his  foot  and  kick  the  fellow  against  the  iron  table. 

It  was  the  last  effort.  Doubled  up  by  Yal’s  kick  in  the 
stomach  and  frightened  by  the  detective’s  revolver,  Dascomb 
threw  up  his  hands  and  surrendered. 

“It’s  no  use.  You  have  got  me  at  last,  Foxwell.”  he 
growled.  “I  knew  you  would.  I  told  Boss  McFadden  so  only 
last  week.  He  hadn’t  never  ought  to  have  gone  into  this 
outside  business.  That’s  what  has  fixed  us  all  right,  just  as 
I  said  it  would  from  the  first.” 

Evidently  the  coiner  was  one  of  the  talking  kind,  but  do  not 
for  an  instant  suppose  that  Yal  and  Dr.  Ducher  stood  there 
listening  to  him. 

Covering  the  other  man  with  their  revolvers,  they  forced 
him  to  open  a  door  which  led  into  a  small  room  behind  the 
workshop,  and  there  upon  an  old  lounge  lay  Dora  in  a  pro¬ 
found  sleep. 

The  doctor  was  greatly  alarmed,  for  at  first  he  thought  she 
had  been  drugged,  and  he  threatened  the  counterfeiter,  whose 
name  proved  to  be  Bill  Waxworth,  with  all  sorts  of  dreadful 

things. 

“You  might  just  as  well  hold  your  jaw,  boss,  for  we  hain’t 
done  nothing  to  her,  nohow,  and  that’s  straight,”  replied  the 
man.  ‘‘We  seen  her  in  tliTit  room  upstairs,  and  so  we  brought 
her  down  here.  It  was  Charlie  Carter’s  doings.  He  said  she 
was  your  daughter,  and— well,  she  and  this  fellow’  here  were 
after  us  so  we  had  to  do  the  best  we  could  for  our¬ 
selves.” 

Upon  examining  Dora  the  doctor  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  it  was  the  reaction,  for  the  nervous  shock  caused  by  her 
fall  had  thrown  his  daughter  into  this  condition.  He  de¬ 
cided  to  allow  her  to  sleep  until  a  carriage  could  be  brought 
from  Bellevue  to  take  her  away. 

Meanwhile  Val  and  Jack  Foxwell  were  working  hard. 

Each  man’s  hands  were  tied  behind  him,  and  all  four  were 
tied  together  and  stood  in  a  row  up  against  the  w’all,  where 
Yal  guarded  them  with  his  revolver,  while  Dr.  Ducher  and 
lh<*  Hon.  Frank  Clark  attended  to  another  and  highly  im¬ 
portant  matter. 

This  was  to  have  a  little*  talk  with  J.  C.  Tozer,  who,  having 
l>oen  asleep  oil  the  boxes  in  the  other  room,  was  now  some- 
v.  hot  clearer  in  his  head.  , 

Tit**  doctor  led  him  into  the  coiner’s  den  and  stood  him  up 
--ainst  thr>  iron  table. 

Now.  then,  Tozer.  your  case  comes  up  for  consideration," 
void  Dr.  Ducher,  grimly.  “I  suppose  you  realize  how  matters 

stand?" 

I  suppose*  1  do,"  growled  the  briber.  “What’s  to  he  done 
li  me?  Do  you  propose  to  run  me  into  the  penitentiary  for 

<  Job?” 

jt  j*  certainly  wliat  1  ought  to  do,"  replied  the  doctor;  “of 


that  there  can  be  no  doubt,  but  I  propose  to  give  you  a 
chance,  providing  you  will  do  as  I  tell  you.” 

“What’s  that?”  demanded  the  lawyer,  brightening  up. 

“You  will  sign  a  paper  which  I  shall  draw  up,  and  which 
will  state  that  you  were  hired  by  the  Southwestern  Railroad 
Company  to  bribe  the  Hon.  Dink  Gazzarn,  the  Hon.  Tom 
Treadway,  the  Hon.  Peter  Pewlett,  and  others,  to  favor  the 
Wippinger’s  Creek  bill,  w’hich  if  passed  will  ruin  the  town 
of  Burling.  The  paper  will  also  go  on  to  say  that  you  are 
prepared  to  swear  to  the  truth  of  these  statements  whenever 
the  case  comes  up  in  court,  or  before  a  notary  public  at  any 
time,  and  that  the  confession  is  a  voluntary  one  on  your  part, 
and  was  made  without  threats  of  any  kind.” 

Tozer  stared  at  the  doctor  aghast. 

“Why,  I  might  just  as  w’ell  sign  my  death  warrant  and  be 
done  with  it,”  he  said.  “The  Southwestern  Railroad  Com¬ 
pany  is  my  principal  client.  I  shall  lose  my  business,  of 
course.  ” 

“You  certainly  will,  and  you  will  lose  it  anyway,  for  if  you 
refuse,  Mr.  Foxwell  will  arrest  you  with  the  rest  of  these  men 
and  clap  you  in  jail  as  a  counterfeiter,  while  I  shall  im¬ 
mediately  commence  action  against  you  for  the  outrage  per¬ 
petrated  upon  Mr.  Clark  and  myself.  You  can  take  your 
choice,  my  friend.  By  doing  what  I  ask  you  to  do  you  at 
least  have  the  chance  of  running  away  and  hiding  your  shame. 
Don’t  think  for  one  moment,  though,  that  I  make  the  propo¬ 
sition  out  of  any  consideration  for  you.  The  paper  will  do 
the  work  for  us  all  right,  and  both  Mr.  Clark  and  myself 
had  rather  the  public  did  not  know*  that  we  were  mixed  up 
in  this  affair.” 

“I’ll  think  of  it,”  said  the,  lawyer,  looking  very  white. 
“Give  me  a  few  moments  to  think.” 

“And  while  you  are  thinking  you  better  try  and  recollect 
the  address  of  your  friend.  Tug  McFadden,”  said  the  detec¬ 
tive;  “if  you  can’t  remember  it  I  may  have  something  to  say 
about  not  letting  you  go.” 

“I  can  give  you  that  now.”  replied  Tozer.  with  an  ugly 
glance  at  the  coiners.  “He’s  no  friend  of  mine.  I  defended 
him  once  when  he  was  arrested  for - ’’ 

“I  don’t  care  anything  about  your  private  affairs,”  broke  in 
the  detective.  “Write  the  address!  Write  the  address!  Time 
is  slipping  away,  and  I  w’ant  to  get  about  my  business  as 
quickly  as  I  can.” 

Tozer  wrote  the  address  upon  a  leaf  of  his  memorandum 
hook,  and  the  detective  at  once  prepared  to  lead  his  prisoners 
away. 

Val  went  with  him  to  help  guard  them,  and  the  men  were 
taken  to  the  Bellevue  lockup. 

As  the  detective  had  arranged  with  a  local  justice  at  Belle¬ 
vue  to  hold  the  coiners  in  case  ho  captured  them,  there  w’as 
no  trouble  about  the  matter,  and  Jack  Foxwell  finished  the 
job  by  pouncing  upon  the  hotel  clerk,  whom  he  found  in  bed, 
and  taking  him  to  the  lockup  to  join  his  friends. 

And  while  we  are  on  this  subject,  we  may  as  well  add  that 
Tug  McFadden  was  captured  before  daylight  by  Tozer,  as 
Foxwell  wired  the  Pinkerton  office,  telling  what  he  had  done, 
and  requesting  that  a  man  be  sent  to  the  house  at  once. 

Six  weeks  later  these  men  ivere  tried  and  all  convicted. 

Fifteen  years  in  Joliet  was  their  sentence,  and  they  are 
serving  it  now. 

Meanwhile  Val  engaged  a  light  wagon  which  could  he 
driven  through  the  cave,  and  hastened  back  to  the  old  farm¬ 
house,  where,  to  his  satisfaction,  ho  found  Dora  awake  and 
out  of  all  danger. 

Th6  wheels  were  put  inlo  the  wagon  and  Dora  helped  upon 
the  sent,  Yal  driving  her  back  to  the  hotel,  the  doctor  and 
the  Hon.  Frank  Clark  following  on  foot. 
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Val  expected  that  .7.  C.  Tozor  would  bo  with  them,  but  ho 
was  not. 

“Wo  lot  him  go  bis  way,”  said  (lip  doctor.  “My  revenge 
will  bo  tho  man's  utter  ruin,  for  that  is  sure  to  come." 

“Then  ho  signori  the  paper?”  asked  Val. 

"That’s  what  ho  did,"  replied  the  doctor.  Heaven  bless 
you  for  this  night’s  work,  Val.  You  have  uot  only  saved  my 
life  and  Mr.  Clark's,  but  your  prompt  action  has  been  the 
means  of  putting  a  weapon  in  my  hands  which  will  knock 
tho  crook  bill  clean  out  of  time.  Val.  you  have  saved  the 
town.  “ 


CHATTER  XXIIT. 


VAX,  MAKES  THINGS  LIVELY  ALL  AROUND. 

I 

As  there  was  no  train  into  Springfield  until  four  o’clock  in 
the  morning.  Dr.  Duchor  decided  that  it  would  be  best  to  put 
up  at  the  hotel  and  start  out  in  good  shape  in  the 
morning 

This  was  done,  and  when  they  all  met  at  the  breakfast 
table  Dora  declared  that 'she  never  felt  better  in  her  live. 

“Rut  father  gave  me  an  awful  scolding  for  coming  here, 
Val.’*  she  added.  “He  told  me  I  ought  to  have  minded  you. 
and  stayed  behind.  Just  as  though  I  could  have  done  such 
a  thing,  with  him  in  clanger!  I  say  all’s  well  that  ends  well. 
Ain’t  I  right?” 

“You  certainly  are  not.”  said  the  Hon.  Frank.  “Y'ou  had 
a  narrow  escape  from  serious  trouble,  but  I  don’t  believe  my 
friend,  the  doctor,  scolded  you  v-ery  hard." 

“Which  you  may  be  sure  correct."  replied  Dr.  Ducher. 
"1  was  too  glad  to  have  her  all  safe  to  say  a  word.  Fact  is, 
Dora  needs  a  protector,  and  I  shall  have  to  look  up, some  nice 
young  man  to  marry  her  off  my  hands.” 

The  doctor  only  said  this  in  fun.  but  he  had  no  sooner 
spoken  the  words  than  he  made  a  discovery. 

Dora  was  blushing  and  Val  was  looking  down  into  his 
plate,  but  the  sharp  old  doctor  saw  their  eyes  meet,  and  he 
knew  now  how  the  case  stood. 

It  was  just  as  well  that  lie  did.  for  Val  and  Dora  had  both 
known  it  for  some  time. 

As  soon  as  breakfast  was  over  tile  whole  party  returned  to 
Springfield. 

The  doctor  and  ihc  Hon.  Frank  went  directly  to  the  state 
capitol.  and  had  a  long  interview  with  the  Governor. 

Rater  in  the  morning  Ynl  mot  them  in  the  lobby  of  the 
House. 

“It's  all  arranged.  There’s  going  to  he  music  now.  my  boy,” 
he  said,  “but  that  shan't  spoil  our  little  fun;  are  you  all 
ready  to  go  to  work?" 

“T  certainly  am,  sir."  replied  Val.  “You  may  depend  upon 

mo.” 

“I  want  to  make  those  men  appear  as  absurd  and  ridicu¬ 
lous  as  possible,"  added  tin*  doctor.  “They  are  a  disgrace  to 
the  State  nf  1 11  Inois.  ami  should  lose  tliclr  seats  in  the  House. 
Well,  I”, I  leave  it  in  your  hands." 

Val  got  Into  his  old  seat  in  the  corner  of  the  gallery  and 
waited  his  ehauee. 

Routine  business  was  on  just  then,  and  there  were  com¬ 
paratively  few  members  in  their  seats;  but  along  toward 
twelve  o'clock  the  House  began  to  til!  up,  and  the  Wlppinger’s  I 
Creek  men  appeared  in  full  force. 

It  began  by  “Uncle  Rube"  making  an  apology  l'or  his  action 


of  the  day  before,  after  which  the  Hon.  Dink  Gnzzatn  mad<? 
his  apology  in  a  mumbling  way.  It  was  something  tin*  ruled 

of  the  House  obliged  them  io  do. 

The  Hon.  Dink  then  set  out  to  make  a  speech  on  the  creek 
bill,  but  before  be  had  uttered  a  dozen  words  \  al  called  ou£ 


in  Uncle  Rube’s  voice: 

“Come,  cornel  Dinky!  What’s  the  use  of  talking? 
are  bribed,  and  you  know  you  are  bribed  just  the  same  as  I 
am.  Spit  it  out  like  a  man!” 

A  roar  of  laughter  raug  out.  all  over  the  House. 

“Mr.  Pewlett. .  this  thing  cannot  be  tolerated!”  cried  the 
Speaker,  pounding  with  Ills  gravel,  “l'ou  will  refrain  trom 
these  remarks,  or  I  shall  again  order  your  removal  from  the 
floor. " 

“I  never  said  one  word.  I  never  opened  my  mouth!"  yelled 
Uncle  Rube,  springing  to  his  feet.  “There  must  be  a  ven¬ 
triloquist  here!  Some  one  is  playing  tricks  on  us  all!” 

“That’s  what  T  say.”  broke  out  the  Hon.  Dink. 

“You’re  lying.  Dinky,  and  you  know ‘it!”  called  Val,  this 
time  throwing  his  voice  right  behind  the  man. 

The  Hon.  Dink  wheeled  around,  amazed  to  find  nobody  be¬ 
hind  him. 

“Ila,  ha.  ha!  Ha,  ha.  ha!”  shouted  Val,  this  time  throw¬ 
ing  his  voice  to  the  Speaker’s  desk. 

“Shut  up,  you  blamed  idiot!  What  are  you  laughing  at 
me  for?”  he  instantly  added,  this  time  sending  his  voice  down 
to  Uncle  Rube. 

All  was  now  confusion.  Everybody  wa£  laughing,  and  the 
Speaker  was  pounding  furiously  with  his  gavel. 

“I  want  my  creek  bill  voted  on!”  Val  made  Uncle  Rube 
yell  out.  “I’ve  been  paid  in  advance  for  my  work,  and  I  want 
to  do  something  for  my  money.  Say,  you  long-nosed  snoozer 
up  there  in  the  Speaker’s  desk,  will  you  fetch  up  my 
bill?” 

“Oh,  oh!  This  is  too  much  to  be  tolerated!  Y’ou  did  speak, 
Mr.  Pewlett.  1  heard  you.  I  saw  your  lips  move!”  the 
Speaker  cried. 

“Y’ou’re  a  liar!”  shouted  Val.  “It  wasn’t  me.  It  was  Hinky 
Dinky  Gazzam.  He’s  a  ventriloquist  from  away  back!  Ha, 
ha,  ha!” 

“Put  that  man  out!”  bellowed  the  Speaker. 

“I  swear  I  never  spoke!”  cried  Uncle  Rube. 

“Y'ou  did!  I  heard  you.  I  know  you  did!  Take  that  for 
it.  you  old  hayseed!”  yelled  the  Hon.  Dink,  making  a  rush  for 
Uncle  Rube  then.  . 

The  fun  was  on  again  for  fair. 

The  two  bribed  members  pitched  into  each  other  hammer 
and*  tongs. 

“Time!  Let  ’em  fight  it  out!”  yelled  Val. 

They  were  doing  it.  Before  the  sergeant-at-arms  could  get 
there  the  Hon.  Dink  had  Uncle  Rube  down  and  was  pound¬ 
ing  bis  head  against  the  floor. 

In  the  midst,  of  all  this  confusion  the  Hon.  Frank  Clark 
arose  in  his  scat,  which  was  away  up  in  front,  and,  turning, 
faced  tho  house. 
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r  enow  memners: 


ne  canon  our  in  clear,  ring¬ 


ing  tones,  ip  not  this  a  disgraceful  scene?  Is  not  this  enough v 
to  make  us  blush  for  very  shame,  when  we  think  that  such 
meu.as  those  are  our  felloes  members  in  the  Legislature  of 
the  great  State  of  Illinois?  It  is  useless  for  them  to  deny 
that  they  have  been  bought  up  by  tbe  Southwestern  Railroad 
Company  to  put  through  that  most  iniquitous  bill  under  the 
provisions  of  which  Wippinger’s  Creek  cau  be  turned  from  it\ 
natural  course  to  the  destruction  of  my  town.  1  hold  posi¬ 
tive  proof  of  their  guilt,  and  wheu  these  proofs  have  been  ex¬ 
amined  into  nud  found  correct,  as  they  will  be.  1  demand  that 
i 11080  11,0,1  «nd  others  whom  I  shall  accuse,  be  expelled  faun 
their  scats  under  the  rules  of  the  House!" 
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VAL  THE  VEXTRTEOQTHRT. 


CHARTER  XXIV. 

(ONCU'SION. 

Naturally  this  announcement  of  the  Hop.  Frank  created 
an  immense  sensation. 

While  he  -was  making  It  the  Hon.  Dink  and  Uncle  Rube 
had  been  ejected  from  the  room  by  the  sergeaut-at-arms. 

Yal  was  rather  sorry  for  this.  He  would  have  greatly 
liked  to  prolong  the  fun,  but  there  is  a  time  for  all  things, 
and  Yal’s  time  for  listening  had  come. 

It  was  so  also  with  all  the  members,  and  if  ever  a  speaker 
received  close  attention  on  the  floor  of  the  House,  il  was  the 
Hou.  Frank  while  he  proceeded  to  read  the  confession  of 
J.  C.  Tozer,  whose  position  as  the  attorney  of  the  South¬ 
western  Railroad  was  well  known  to  all. 

There  was  some  squirming  among  the  members,  you  may 
be  very  sure,  for  several  were  named  besides  the  Hon.  Dink 
and  Uncle  Rube. 

“It  is  a  lie!"  shouted  the  IIou.  Tom  Treadway,  springing 
from  his  seat  when  his  turn  came. 

“Order!"  cried  the  Speaker. 

“Go  bag  your  head,  you  old  tie  wig!”  Val  called  out,  throw¬ 
ing  his  voice  down  to  the  Hon  Tom:  and  then  he  instantly 

added: 

“I  take  it  all  back.  Governor!  It’s  not  a  lie.  I  am  bribed! 

I  own  up  to  it  like  a  man.” 

The  Hon.  Tom  turned  fiery  red.  and,  stamping  Ids  foot, 
yelled  out: 

“What  in  thunder  does  all  this  mean?  Who  spoke?  I 
didn't,  that  I’ll  swear!” 

“Mr.  Treadway,  are  you  crazy?”  demanded  the  Speaker. 

“Every  one  of  those  who  accepted  the  railroad  company's 
bribe  seems  to  have  gone  mad,"  continued  the  Hon.  Frank. 
Member  Treadway  turned  and  walked  toward  the  door. 

“Audfas  far  as  the  member  from  Redding  is  concerned.”  he 
shouted,  pointing  his  finger  at  the  retreating  Treadway.  “I 
have  positive  proof  that  lie  was  not  only  bribed,  but  helped 
Tozer  to  bribe  others:  proof  which  has  already  been  laid 
before  the  Governor  of  the  State  of  Illinois,  and  which  will 
he  laid  before  the  Grand  -Fury  at  no  dislant  day.  I  call  for  j 
an  hmnedinte  vote  on  this  bill.  Lot  us  put  ourselves  on  record, 
gentlemen,  by  burying  it  so  deep  that  if  can  never  come  to  j 
life  again.  That  done,  il  is  my  puVpose  to  proceed  against! 
both  the  bribers  and  the  bribed  to  the  full  extent  of  the 
law." 

“Hooray!”  shouted  Yal,  throwing  his  voice  down  among  the 
members.  “Hooray!  Hooray!" 

He  only  wanted  to  start  them  going,  hut  his  help  was 
scarcely  needed,  for  the  members  broke  out  into  a  perfect 
storm  of  cheers. 

The  bill  was  tlcn  immediately  brought  Up  and  defeated 
without  a  single  affirmative  vote. 

Val's  work  was  done. 

By  bis  pluek  and  energy  aided  by  his  really  wonderful  ven- 
triloquial  powers,  he  had  saved  the  town  of  Burling,  as  1  >i’. 1 
Dorher  very  truly  said. 

I  p  nt  the  hotel,  where  all  met  at  dinner,  there  was  a  hearl.\ 
laugh  over  the  scene  on  the  floor  of  the  House. 

“Yon  did  first-rate.  Yal!”  exclaimed  the  Hon.  Frank.  “  1  >n  j 
von  know  there  isn’t  one  member  present  who  questions  Hint  j 
tho.-o  men  really  did  say  what  you  made  them  say.  They 
are  Mire  to  lose  their  seats,  and  the  papers  will  give  them  such 
a  r.-!iible  wigging  that  they  will  be  disgraced  forever,  as  they! 
richly  deserve." 

“Ob,  1  wish  l  had  been  there!”  cried  Dora,  "It  was  a  i 


shame  for  fa tlier  to  make  me  stay  home  just  on  account  of 
this  little  cut  on  my  forehead  when  Yal  was  going  to  treat, 
us  to  a  free  show." 

“Daughter,  I  strongly  suspect  that  1  shall  have  to  adopt. 
Yal  as  a  son,  seeing  that,  you  insist  upon  going  wherever  he 
goes,"  said  the  doctor,  with  a  short,  laugh. 

"No,  don’t  do  that,  father;  it  wouldn’t  suit  mo  at  all,”  the 
Hon.  Frank  could  have  sworn  Dora  replied,  for  which  reason 
he  was  mightily  surprised  to  hear  the  doctor’s  daughter  im¬ 
mediately  cry  out: 

“Yal.  you  wretch,  stop  it!  Father,  I  never  said  anything  of 
the  sort.” 

“I  know  it,”  said  the  doctor.  “I  saw  Val’s  hand  go  against 
his  mouth.  But  what  do  you  say  to  such  a  proposition,  my 
dear?” 

Dora  blushed  rosy  red,  and  looked  at  Yal. 

“I  guess  I’m  in  the  way.”  said  the  Hon.  Frank.  “I  had  bet¬ 
ter  go  downstairs  and  have  a  smoke.” 

“No.  don’t.”  said  Yal,  with  a  meaning  look  at  Dora.  “Doc¬ 
tor,  I'll  speak  out  boldly.  Dora  and  I  love  each  other,  and  1 
don't  thipk  she  will  object.  But  we  want  a  little  house  of  our 
own  some  day,  and  instead  of  you  adopting  me  as  a  son,  sup¬ 
pose  you  make  it  son-in-law?  There,  the  cat's  out  of  the  bag 
at  last.” 

Yal  got  up,  and,  throwing  his  arms  around  Dora’s  neck, 
waited  with  no  little  anxiety  for  the  doctor's  reply,  which 
certainly  was  hearty  enough  when  It  came. 

“Cat.  out  of  the  bag!”  cried  the  jolly  man  of  medicines. 
“Nonsense!  The  cat. hasn't  been  in  the  bag  all  day.  I  tumbled 
to  this  thing  this  morning  in  Bellevue.  Take  her  if  you  want 
her,  Val.  You  have  saved  my  property,  and  I  don’t  know  of 
any  good  reason  why  1  should  not  give  you  my  daughter  as  a 
reward.  ” 

There  were  great  times  in  Burling  when  Val  and  the  doctor 
came  home. 

\ 

The  town  gave?  Yal  a  ’’lie  reception,  and  a  dinner  fol¬ 
lowed.  at  which  Yal  got  ev  ;c.,  body  in  a  roar  of  laughter  by  his 
clever  ventriloquial  work. 

It  is  just  three  years  since  these  things  happened,  and  Val 
is  now  twenty-one.  He  is  studying  medicine  in  Chicago,  and 
next.  June  be  and  Dora  are  to  be  married  on  the  day  after 
Yal  graduates  from  the  medical  college  and  gets  his  M.  D. 

The  railroad  company  has  sold  out  the  old  foundry  and 
since  then  has  made  no  effort  to  interfere  with  Wlppinger’s 
Creek. 

.T.  C.  Tozer.  ruined  by  the  loss  of  the  company’s  law  busi¬ 
ness,  was  convicted  of  bribery,  and  did  time  in  the  peni¬ 
tentiary.  After  his  release  he  went  West  and  no  one  has 
heard  of  him  since. 

The  lion.  Dink  Gazzam.  Uncle  Rube  and  tbo  Hon.  Tom 
Treadway  were  all  indicted  by  the  Grand  Jury. 

The  Hon.  Dink  jumped  his  hail  and  went  to  Canada.  Uncle 
Rube  died  before  the  case  earn*1  up.  while  Treadway  got  a 
year  in  the  penitentiary. 

Tin'  Legislature  of  THiuois  was  well  rid  of  them,  and  most 
of  the  members  thought  so,  but  Dr.  Du«-her  anrt  the  Hon. 
Frank  kept  their  secret,  n.nd  it  was  never  known  that,  the 
downfall  of  those  men  was -due  to  Val,  the  Ventriloquist. 


Next  week's  issue  will  contain  “THE  TWO  TOMS;  OR. 
BREAKING  THE  BROKERS  OF  WALL  STREET.”  By 
Howard  Austin. 
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Tlie  ostrich  is  a  descendent  of  a  genus  of  bird  which  in 
prehistoric  times  attained  an  enormous  size.  In  the  allu¬ 
vial  deposits  of  the  island  of  Madagascar,  Africa,  evi¬ 
dence  has  recently  been  found  to  show  that  ostriches  four¬ 
teen  feet  and  fifteen  feet  in  height  once  lived  there. 

Walter  Gray,  35  years  old,  farmer,  presents  a  baffling 
case  to  Batavia,  N.  Y.,  physicians.  He  has  yawned  three 
times  in  a  week  and  each  time  a  physician  has  been  obliged 
to  administer  treatment  to  get  the  man’s  mouth  closed 
again,  his  jaws  having  become  dislocated  in  each  case. 

Physicians  are  at  a  loss  to  account  for  the  trouble. 

%/ 

After  working  thirty-four  years  in  one  store  in  Belle- 
fontaine,  Ohio,  without  missing  a  day  Christy  McCluskv 
resigned  so  that,  he  could  take  a  “much  needed  rest.”  Mc- 
Clusky  was  never  late  at  work  in  the  morning  and  he  as¬ 
serted  that  he  had  never  been  able  to  get  away  from  the 
store  exactly  on  time  in  the  evenings.  McClusky’s  rem¬ 
edy  for  all  ailments  is  work.  If  he  felt  ill  he  went  to 
work  just  the  same.  If  he  became  ill  when  busy  with  his 
duties  he  worked  the  harder. 


John  Keegan  of  Thomaston,  Conn.,  and  Michael  Kee¬ 
gan  of  Washington  State,  brothers,  have  just  found  each 
other.  John  was  fifteen  and  Michael  eighteen  when  they 
lost  track  of  each  other,  forty-five  years  ago.  Michael 
went  to  England  in  1868  and  returning  to  this  Country  a 
few  years  later  settled  in  Washington,  where  he  prospered. 
The  brothers  will  endeavor  to  arrange  a  reunion.  There 
was  another  brother,  Patrick  Keegan,  but  neither  John  nor 
Michael  know  whether  he  is  living  or  dead. 


After  spending  ten  days  in  a  snow  dugout  twenty  miles 
in  the  mountains  from  Alhambra  Springs,  Mont.,  Mike 
Murray,  a  prospector,  70  years  old,  was  found  bv  a  search¬ 
ing  party  almost  dead  from  exposure,  hunger,  and  cold. 
Murray  was  forced  by  his  extreme  hunger  to  kill  a  colt 
which  had  followed  his  mare  from  the  ranch  and  eat  the 
raw  flesh  to  keep  himself  alive.  The  searching  party  was 
formed  when  friends  became  alarmed  by  Murray’s  lono- 
absence  on  a  hunting  trip.  The  old  man  had  encountered 
a  terrific  snowstorm. 


With  the  promise  from  Colonel  George  W.  Goethals, 
in  command  of  the  Canal  Zone,  that  his  boat  would  he  the 
first  to  pass  through  the  Panama  Canal,  Commander  A. 
II.  Robertson  started  recently  from  San  Diego  in  the 
United  States  cruiser  Denver.  According  to  Commander 
Kobe rt son,  Colonel  Goethals  intends  to  use  the  cruiser  to 
;<r>st  the  canal  locks  before  the  waterway  is  really  opened. 
Unless  the  Navy  Department  interferes  with  Colonel 
Goethals  plans,  the  Denver  will  enter  the  canal  at  Balboa 
on  March  15,  passing  through  to  Colon  and  then  return¬ 
ing  to  the  Pacific  side. 


Miss  Edith  Durham,  whose  dispatches  from  the  Balkans 
contained  some  of  the  most  vivid  descriptions  of  the  hor¬ 
rors  of  the  recent  war,  lecturing  in  London  recently,  ex¬ 
pressed  her  conviction  that  “no  Red  Cross  aid  ought  to  be 
sent  out  in  a  war.  To  heal  men’s  wounds  and  send  them 
back  to  the  front  as  soon  as  possible  i6  to  prolong  war  in¬ 
definitely.”  But  for  the  Red  Cross  aid,  she  said,  the  war 
would  have  been  ended  much  sooner  than  it  was.  If  the 
bullet  from  a  Mauser  rifle  does  not  hit  a  vital  part,  the 
wounded  ca.n  return  to  the  front  in  ten  days.  The  one 
idea  of  the  wounded,  she  said,  was  to  get  back  for  revenge 
and  loot. 


Lieutenant  H.  S.  Post,  First  Aero  Corps,  U.  S.  A., 
was  instantly  killed  by  a  fall  of  500  feet  in  a  hydro-aero¬ 
plane.  About  150  feet  from  the  surface  of  the  bay  Lieu¬ 
tenant  Post  was  seen  to  shoot  clear  of  the  machine.  It 
was  said  by  watchers  that  the  engine  exploded.  Lieuten¬ 
ant  Post  was  living  for  an  altitude  record.  He  had  the 
reputation  of  being  the  best  aviator  in  the  army  camp  on 
North  Island,  across  the  bay  from  San  Diego.  Lieuten¬ 
ant  Post  was  born  in  New  York  June  15,  1885,  and  was 
commissioned  as  second  lieutenant  of  the  Twenty-fifth  In¬ 
fantry  in  1911.  His  death  makes  a  total  of  sixteen  in 
government  aviation  since  1908. 


A  tale  of  self-privation  and  sacrifice  and  devotion  to 
two  pets  was  revealed  when  Amos  Morgan,  an  eighty- 
three-year-old  hermit,  was  found  in  a  dying  condition  in 
his  log  cabin  in  the  woods  near  Parsippany,  N.  J.  During 
the  severe  weather  of  two  weeks  ago  he  slipped  and 
sprained  his  ankle  at  his  door.  Unable  to  walk  about,  he 
broke  up  what  furniture  he  had  in  the  house  to  keep  the 
stove  going.  He  gave  all  his  food  to  the  two  collies  and 
went  hungry  himself.  The  animals  became  uglv  after  the 
food  supply  gave  out.  Sinking  from  hunger  and  cold  the 
aged  recluse  fell  into  a  comatose  state.  The  continued 
howling  of  his  pets  attracted  Abram  Hettinger,  who,  with 
others,  went  to  the  hut  and  found  the  aged  man  nearly 
dead.  It  is  not  thought  he  can  recover. 


A  large,  half-starved  gray  wolf,  after  attacking  three 
persons  and  spreading  consternation  through  a  staid  resi¬ 
dence  district,  Was  shot  and  killed  on  Linwood  Boulevard, 
Kansas  City,  Mo.,  recently.  The  wolf  sprang  at  Miss 
Anna  Harrison  as  she  waited  for  a  street  car.  Miss  Har¬ 
rison  threw  her  fur  muff  at  the  animal  and  while  the  gar¬ 
ment  was  being  torn  to  pieces,  escaped  into  a  house.  Her 
clothing  was  torn  hut  she  was  unhurt.  The  wolf  ran 
down  the  boulevard  pursued  by  a  milkman  who  hurled 
bottles  as  lie  ran.  Two  blocks  from  the  first  attack  the 
wolf  hit  a  negro  in  the  arm.  The  wolf  had  run  fifteen 
bloeks  and  attacked  Samuel  J.  Hamden,  a  deputy  county 
colleetor,  before  T.  W.  Wright,  a  policeman,  ended  the 
chase  by  sending  a  bullet  into  the  animal's  head. 
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TATTERS 

Oil. 

THE  BOY  WHO  OWNED  THE  HOTEL 


BY  J.  P.  RICHARDS. 


(A  Serial  Story) 

CHAPTER  XVIII  (Continued). 

Hr.  Knight  questioned  Tatters  closely,  and  the  boy 
improved  the  opportunity  to  tell  him  the  whole  story. 

“Bait!  We  will  down  him!”  said  Mr.  Knight,  confi¬ 
dently.  “Boy,  Uni  not  dead  yet,  and  that  scoundrel  will 
never  live  to  kill  me.  Be  here  avt  midnight,  as  I  told  you, 
and  1 11  surprise  you;  but  not  a  word  of  this  to  Sly.” 

There  was  no  chance  to  say  a  word,  for  Sly  did  not  put 
in  an  appearance. 

At  nine  o’clock  Jake  locked  up  the  house,  and  Tatters 
felt  that  he  might  as  well  dismiss  all  hope  of  seeing  Sam 
DeLacy  that  night. 

When  midnight  came  at  . last  Tatters  got  up  off  the  bed 
and  walked  through  into  Mr.  Knight's  room. 

To  his  utter  surprise,  he  found  the  bed  empty  and  the 
room  unoccupied. 

Although  lie  had  left  his  grandfather  too  helpless  to  rise, 
as  he"  supposed,  the  old  gentleman  had  disappeared. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

FAMILY  SECRETS. 

In  spite  of  his  great  age— and  Mr.  Knight  was  nearly 
ninety — it  was  a  very  shrewd  man  with  whom  Tatters  had 
to  deal,  and  one  who  possessed  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the 
world  and  its  ways. 

He  was  a  deal  shrewder  than  Slocum  Sly,  for,  although 
he  had  been  all  his  life  long  associated  with  sporting  men 
and  crooks,  Mr.  Knight  never  drank  liquor,  and  conse¬ 
quently  never  got  drunk,  which  was  Sly’s  chief  failing;  in 
fact,  this  was  the  trouble  with  the  rascally  lawyer  now,  and 
why  he  had  not  been  seen  in  the  house  since  the  signing  of 
the  will. 

Tatters  was  soon  to  learn  that  there  was  considerable 
life  left  in  his  grandfather  yet,  and  it  began  with  the  open¬ 
ing  of  the  door  leading  out  from  the  old  gentleman’s 
room  into  the  hall. 

“Boy,”  a  low  voice  called  through  the  door;  “bov,  come 

here !” 

It  was  Mr.  Knight  out  in  the  hall. 

He  put  his  head  through  the  door  and  beckoned  to  Tat¬ 
ters,  who  immediately  followed  him  out  into  the  hall,  and 
downstairs  into  the  library. 

“Grandfather,  where  have  you  been?”  he  exclaimed.  “  i 
w:>-  -o  frightened  when  I  found  the  bed  empty  and  you 
got  and  when  I  found  your  clothes  were  gone,  too.  I 
began  to  wonder  if  you  had  been  carried  off  while  1  was 

asleep.” 

The  ok!  man  gave  a  chu'ckling  laugh. 

“So  you  do  care  a  little  bit  about  the  old  man,  after  all. 
<•}>,  bov — eh?”  he  said.  “Well,  well!  1  wouldn’t  ha\e  be¬ 
lieved  it.  Why  should  1  believe  it?  Why  should  you  care 

about  an  old  fellow  like  me?” 

“Why,  just  because  I  never  in  all  my  life  bad  any  one 


else  belonging  to  me,”  replied  Tatters.  “You  don’t  know 
what  it  is  to  feel  that  you  haven't  one  relation  in  all  the 
world,  as  I  have  felt!” 

“Pshaw!  Pshaw!  What  good  are  relations,  anyway? 
Still  there  is  something  in  what  you  say.  Xever  mind. 

You  and  I  will  make  up  for  lost  time,  boy.  We’ll  attend 

to  O'Ur  business  here  to-night,  and  then  we  will  make  our 
escape  from  this  place  and  go  to  New  York.  You  shall 
take  me  to  that  hotel  of  yours,  the  old  Star  House.  It  is 

years  since  I  was  there.  Won’t  they  all  be  surprised  to  see 

me  come  in  with  you !  Won’t  they  be  thunderstruck  when 
they  find  that  you  own  the  hotel !” 

“Not  yet,  grandfather.  Not  for  a  good  while  yet,  I 
hope.” 

“It  won't  be  long,  boy;  it  won’t  be  long.  When* a  man 
gets  io  be  ninety  years  old,  he  can  feel  pretty  safe  to  count 
the  years  of  his  life  on  the  fingers  of  one  hand.  But  now 
to  business.  You  were  asleep,  so  I  got  up  and  dressed  my¬ 
self,  and  I’ve  been  all  over  the  house.  Where  is  that  rascal 
Sly?” 

“I’m  sure  1  don’t  know,  grandfather.  He  was  in  a  very 
bad  frame  of  mind  after  you  signed  the  will,  and  he  went 
out,  and  I  haven’t  seen  him  since.” 

“He  thinks  that  I've  got  the  best  of  him  in  some  way, 
but  he  doesn’t  know  how,”  chuckled  the  old  man.  “And 
so  I  have;  so  I  have,  boy.  I’ve  played  him  for  a  fool  right 
along.  Don’t  you  suppose  I  knew  that  it  was  as  much  as 
my  life  was  worth  to  come  North  and  put  myself  in  that 
man’s  power?  Why,  I’ve  known  him  for  years.  Many  is 
the  crooked  job  he  has  done  for  me.” 

Tatters  made  no  reply.  He  did  not  like  to  think  of  this 
white-headed,  old  man  as  being  a  crook,  but  there  was  no 
doubt  that  he  was  one. 

If  Tatters  wanted  a  grandfather  it  was  necessary  to  ac¬ 
cept  Mr.  Knight  for  just  what  he  was. 

The  old  man  now  dropped  into  the  big  easy-chair  by  the 
table,  and,  drawing  the  will  from  his  pocket,  passed  it  over 
to  Tatters. 

“Here’s  the  will,  Reginald,”  he  said.  “Take  it  and  hide 
it.  Pin  it  inside  your  shirt.  Don't  let  him  get  hold  of  it, 
whatever  else  you  do.” 

Tatters  objected,  but  Air.  Knight  insisted;  the  will  was 
pinned  inside  the  shirt,  and  then  the  old  gentleman,  fum¬ 
bling  in  bis  pocket,  drew  out  an  ancient  leather  wallet  and 
laid  it  on  the  table. 

“Now.  then,  Reginald,”  he  said,  “we  are  running  a  big 
risk  in  staying  here  in  this  room  to  talk  business,  for  Slv 
may  return  at  any  moment.  Still  it  must  be  done.  I  have 
got  something  very  important  to  say  to  you.  Do  you  sea 
this  old  pocketbook  here?” 

“Certainly  I  do.  What  about  it?”  Tatters  asked. 

“There  is  this  about  it.  That  pocketbook  belonged  to 
my  father.  John  Knight,  who  built  this  house,  remodeling 
an  older  one  which  stood  on  this  same  ground  a  hundred 
and  fifty  years  ago:  The  Knights  have  lived  here  for  nearly 
two  hundred  years,  rny  boy,  and  1  want  you  to  understand 
that  there  is  no  more  respectable  family  in  New  Jersey 
than  ours.  No,  no!  Don’t  interrupt  me,  but  just  listen  to 
what  1  have  got  to  say.” 

(To  be  continued) 
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ITEMS  OF  GENERAL  INTEREST 


Hamilton  Cherry,  of  Aurora,  Ill.,  who  was  six  feet  nine  j 
inches  in  height,  is  dead  at  the  age  of  seventy-three.  He 
was  of  ordinary  height  until  thirty  years  of  age,  when  he 
began  to  grow.  He  came  from  a  family  of  giants,  every 
member  being  more  than  six  feet  four  inches  tall. 

Instancing  the  fact  that  in  the  Boer  war  "it  took  3,000 
shots  to  hit  a  man,”  the  celebrated  ride  shot,  Ommundsen, 
says :  “In  spite  of  improvements  in  the  power,  precision 
and  rate  of  lire  of  modern  weapons,  the  percentage  of 
hits  was  immeasurably  greater  a  hundred  years  ago  than 
it  is  to-day.” 

Because  of  the  failure  to  comply  at  a  fraternity  dance 
with  the  rules  of  the  college  authorities  prohibiting  the 
tango,  six  students  of  Gettysburg  College  who  formed  the 
Dancing  Committee  have  been  suspended  for  a  period  of 
two  weeks.  The  faculty  action  also  carries  with  it  the 
understanding  that  the  students  be  deprived  from  par¬ 
ticipation  in  all  college  activities,  and  that  no  more  inter- 
fraternity  dances  be  held  this  year,  with  the  exception  of 
the  big  dance  just  before  commencement. 


Hats  were  first  made  by  a  Swiss  at  Paris  in  1404. 
When  Charles  VII.  of  France  entered  JRouen  in  triumph 
in  1449,  he  wore  a  hat  lined  with  red  velvet,  bearing  a 
rich  plume  of  feathers.  Henceforth,  hats  and  caps,  at 
least  in  France,  began  to  take  the  place  of  chaperons  and 
hoods.  Hats  were  first  manufactured  in  England  by 
Spaniards  in  1510.  Very  high-crowned  hats  were  worn 
by  Queen  Elizabeth's  courtiers  and  were  again  introduced 
in  1783. 


It  has  been  reliably  reported  that  Mr.  Henry  Ford, 
manufacturer  of  the  well-known  low-priced  gasoline  auto¬ 
mobile,  is  soon  to  enter  the  electric  field,  producing  an 
electric  automobile  that  may  sell  as  low  as  $600.  Ac¬ 
cording  to  the  plans  that  have  been  given  out,  the  car  will 
weigh  1,100  pounds,  of  which  405  pounds  will  be  taken 
up  by  the  storage  battery  equipment.  The  storage  battery 
will  be  of  the  Edison  nickel-iron  type  and  the  machine 
will  have  a  radius  of  100  miles  per  charge. 


Teaching  army  officers  the  subjects  of  aero-mechanics 
and  aeroplane  design  has  something  picturesque  about  it  if 
we  may  judge  from  the  account  which  one  of  the  instruc¬ 
tors  gives  us.  When  the  clock  strikes,  the  pupils  flock 
from  all  corners  of  the  sky  and  volplane  down  to  the  in¬ 
structor’s  pulpit  and  blackboard  in  a.  great  white  tent. 
They  sit  erect  and  still  as  mice,  smoking  as  they  listen, 
while  the  dogs  sleep  at  their  feet.  A  beginning  has  been 
made  in  what  may  develop  into  regular  and  systematic 
annual  courses  of  lectures  accompanied  by  problems  and 
experiments.  The  instructors  thus  far  chosen  arc  Dr.  ' 
Alfred  F.  Zalrn,  Professor  Durand  and  Dr.  Humphreys.  , 


The  most  curious  town  in  England  is  Xorthwich.  There 
is  not  a  straight  street  not,  in  fact,  a  straight  house  m 
the  place.  Every  part  of  it  has  the  appearance  of  an 
earthquake.  Xorthwich  is  the  center  of  the  salt  industry 
in  Cheshire,  England.  On  nearly  all  sides  of  the  town 
are  big  salt  works,  with  their  engines  pumping  hundreds 
of  thousands  of  gallons  of  brine  every  week.  At  a  depth 
of  some  200  or  300  feet  are  immense  subterranean  lakes 
of  brine,  and  as  the  contents  ol‘  these  are  pumped  and 
pumped  away  the  upper  crust  of  earth  is  correspondingly 
weakened,  and  the  result  is  an  occasional  subsidence. 
These  subsidences  have  a  "pulling"  effect  on  the  nearest 
buildings,  and  they  are  drawn  all  ways  and  give  the  town 
an  extremely  dissipated  appearance. 


Starving  and  exiiausted  chamois,  stags  and  roc  deer  are 
descending  from  their  mountain  fastnesses  in  the  Canton 
of  Orisons  and  the  Swiss  Tyrolese  frontier  Alps  into  the 
villages,  practically  begging  for  food,  and  with  all  fear 
lost.  On  these  mountains  the  snow  lies  six  feet  deep,  and 
during  the  last  three  days  the  cold  has  been  intense  (zero 
Fahrenheit  on  an  average).  Even  above  Arosa  and  Klos- 
ters  famished  deer  have  been  found,  while  near  Davos  a 
large  stag  was  discovered  in  a  stable,  in  the  Praettigau 
Valley  eight  chamois  and  twelve  deer  are  now  “en  pen¬ 
sion"  in  the  villages,  but  a  number  of  the  animals  have 
been  found  dead  on  the  paths  and  roads.  It’ is  forbidden 
by  law  to  harm  these  animals  in  the  canton,  and  when 
they  are  restored  they  will  be  liberated.  A  further  fall  of 
black  snow  is  reported  from  Malcolm,  near  Bienne,  while 
at  Wetzikcn,  Canton  of  Zurich,  gray  snow  fell  recently. 
A  large  avalanche  lias  carried  away  the  two  wooden  mili¬ 
tary  barracks  on  the  Oberalp.  A  military  patrol  from 
Andermatt  has  been  despatched  to  the  spot. 


The  Senate,  with  testimony,  before  it  from  Secretary  of 
War  Garrison  and  General  Crozier,  Chief  of  the  Bureau  of 
Fortifications,  that  the  United  States  Army  was  so  badly 
in  need  of  arms  and  munitions  that  it  could  not  make  a 
respectable  resistance  against  a  foreign  invader,  passed, 
recently,  the  Fortifications  bill  carrying  $0,895,200.  Sen¬ 
ate  amendments  increasing  the  House  appropriations  for 
guns  and  ammunition  by  some  $2,000,000  were  adopted 
with  practically  no  debate,  and  the  bill  was  passed  with 
a  single  roll  call.  The  largest  increases  voted  by  the  Sen¬ 
ate  raised  ihe  House  appropriation  of  900,000  for  ammu¬ 
nition  io  $2,000,000,  and  .the  House  appropriation  of 
$4. >o.ooo  for  cannon  of  various  types  to  $900,000.  Sen¬ 
ator  Brvan  ol  Florida,  who  handled  the  bill  for  the  com¬ 
mittee-,  said  that  there  were  less  than  1.20O  guns  for  the 
whole  army  and  that  these  could  not  be  mobilized  from 
one  strategic  poim  to  another  because  of  the  size  of  the 
count n .  Senator  Brvan  said  the  increases  were  made  to 
meet  as  nearly  as  possible  the  estimate  for  an  arrav  of 
half  a  milliou  men. 
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WORKING  FOR  WILL 

,  -  OR  — 

THE  BOY  WHO  WOULD  NOT  STAY  DOWN 

— 

By  WILLIAM  WADE. 


(A  Serial  Story) 

CHAPTER  XII.  (Continued.) 

“It''1  a  gun  ?”  said  Harry.  ‘‘There  must  be  a  ship  in  dis¬ 
tress  off  Dungeon  Rook.  Hark!  There  it  goes  again!” 

It  was  a  desolate  sound,  heard  above  the  howling  of  the 
wind,  and  the  wild  roar  of  the  breakers  upon  the  bar  which 
extended  for  several  miles  a  little  way  out  from  the  beach. 

“Pull  on  your  breeches  and  eome  up  to  the  observatory !” 
cried  Harry.  “We  may  be  able  to  see  something.” 

Will  got  out  of  bed  and  complied.  “It's  not  likely  we 
can  see  anything,”  he  said;  “but  still  there’s  no  harm  try¬ 
ing.” 


Will  drew  an  old  pair  of  trousers  on  over  his  others,  and 
put  on  an  old  coat,  providing  Harry  with  a  suit  of  oilskins. 

They  then  lighted  a  lantern  and  quietly  leaving  the  cot¬ 
tage  went  down  to  the  boathouse  on  the  little  pier. 

Here  Will  had  a.  fine  rowboat,  which  he  had  purchased 
when  he  first  came  to  live  on  the  shore. 

It  was  strung  up  in  the  boathouse,  and  he  and  Harry 
hastily  lowered  it. 

Scarcely  a  word  was  spoken,  for  both  boys  fully  realized 
the  danger  of  the  undertaking. 

Boom  !  went  the  gun  again,  and  once  more  the  search¬ 
light  was  throwri  upon  the  beach. 

t‘Ready  ?”  asked  Will. 

“All  ready,”  replied  Harry. 

“Then  let  her  go  !” 

The  boys  threw  out  their  oars,  and  watching  their  chance 
pulled  out  with  a  retreating  wave. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


_ 

— 


/ 


“Would  you  go  out  a  night  like  this?”  asked  Harry, 

“Yes;  if  I  thought  I  could  do  any  good.  There’s  the 
gun  again.  It  must  be  a  steamer.  Maybe  it’s  the  Portland 
boat !” 

The  boys  ran  up  into  the  observatory  and  threw  open  the 
window  on  the  side  toward  the  sea. 

A  rush  of  rain  came  sweeping  in  which  nearly  blinded 
them.  Down  on  the  beach  the  rollers  were  coming  in 
“mountains  high.”  The  bar,  seen  dimly  in  the  distance, 
was  white  with  foam. 


Boom  !  went  the  gun  again,  and  then  suddenly  a  search¬ 
light  came  sweeping  over  the  water,  and,  at  the  apex  of  the 
brilliant  streak,  the  boys  could  see  a  steamer,  a  big  Atlantic 
liner,  apparently  with  her  deck  crowded  with  people  lying 
all  careened  over  to  one  side,  with  the  black  outliue  of 
Dungeon  Rock  in  the  background. 

“Whv,  it’s  a  Cunarder!”  cried  Harrv.  “It’s  one  of  the 
Boston  and  Liverpool  line.  Nothing  can  save  her!  She 
is  caught  on  the  ledges  and  will  pound  herself  to  pieces, 
just  as  sure  as  fate.” 

Boom  !  went  the  gun  again,  and  then  a  rocket  went  whiz¬ 
zing  up  from  the  steamer's  deck. 

It  was  an  awful  uiu'ht  for  it  meant  death  to  hundreds  of 


unfortunate  human  beings. 

Will  drew  in  from  the  window  and  closed  the  sash,  and 
the  two  boys  looked  at  each  other  by  the  light  of  ihc  lamp 
which  Will  had  brought  up  from  the  bedroom  below. 

“Well?”  said  Harry.' 

“I'm  going,’'  replied  Will,  quietly. 

“I  knew  vou  would.” 

“And  you?” 

“Oh,  I’ll  go,  too.  We  can't  do  much,  but  we  may  save 
a  few  lives,  or - ” 

“Or  lose  our  own.  It’s  mighty  doubtful,  Will,  if  we 
ever  succeed  in  getting  out  to  the  rock. 

“All  the  same  I  am  determined  to  try  it,"  replied  Will, 
“but  we  won’t  say  a  word  to  mother,  it  would  drive  her 
half  crazy.  That  was  the  objection  she  raised  to  coming 
here.  She  sttid  she  knew  1  would  be  going  out  in  some 


j»torrn.” 


The  bo;  •  hurried  back  to  the  room,  and  hastily  finished 

d  reasiog. 


“OXLY  A  COUPLE  OF  BOYS.” 

Probably  it  will  appear  to  some  that  Will  Long  was 
altogether  too  smart  a  boy  to  live  his  days  out,  but  that 

like  other  boys  who  are  “too  smart”  he  was  destined  to 

die  young. 

But,  as  this  story  is  founded  upon  actual  happenings 
in  the  life  of  a  New  England  boy,  we  can  only  tell  what 
occurred. 

Will  was  able  to  handle  the  building  business  because 
bis  father  had  been  a  builder  and  had  instructed  him  in 

the  use  of  tools  and  how  to  figure,  etc.,  from  the  time  he 

was  a  little  boy. 

Many  a  journeyman  carpenter,  claiming  full  niton’s 
wages,  could  not  begin  to  stand  up  alongside  of  Will. 

Then  about  bookkeeping.  Will  learned  that  at  home 
by  hard,  earnest  work,  because  at  the  time  he  was  ambi¬ 
tious  to  be  a  bank  clerk,  and  wear  good  clothes. 

He  had  now  got  bravely  over  that.  He  had  learned  the 
great  lesson,  that  there  is  often  more  money  to  he  earned 
by  working  for  one’s  self  in  shirt  sleeves,  than  by  working 
for  some  one  else  in  a  swallow-tail  coat. 

As  to  Will’s  knowledge  of  boats  and  the  water,  show 
me  the  smart  boy  brought  up  on  the  New  England  coast 
who  is  not  possessed,  more  or  less,  of  such  knowledge. 

That  Will  knew  considerably  more  than  less,  as  is 
about  to  be  shown,  was  simply  because  when  he  began  to 
sail  boats,  he  studied  into  the  very  best  method  of  doing 
it,  just  the  same  as  he  studied  into  everything  else  he  un¬ 
dertook  to  do. 

And  because  our  hero  happened  to  be  a  persistent,  pains¬ 
taking  fellow,  all  this  explanation  is  made  necessary  from 
the  fact  that  he  spread  his  work  over  an  unusual  amount 
of  ground. 

But  to  return  to  the  night  of  the  storm. 

As  the  boat  put  out  from  the  little  pier  in  front 
of  the  circus  manager’s  cottage,  Harry  Leslie  certainly  felt 
afraid. 

“Will,  it’s  just  awful!”  he  gasped.  “We  can  never  get 
over  to  Dungeon  Rock.  Let’s  go  back,  old  man!  We 
shall  surely  be  drowned.” 

.(To  be  continued) 
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Edward  and  Adolph  Larsen,  fishermen,  won  a  desperate 
fight  for  life  amid  the  ice  floes  of  Lake  Michigan  the  other 
<iay  when  they  were  rescued  by  a  wrecking"  tug  and  fire- 
,  boat.  The  gasoline  launch  in  which  they  had  ventured 
out  was  disabled  and  crushed  in  the  ice  near  shore,  and 
t he  fishermen  were  thrown  into  the  water.  rI  he  men 
managed  to  climb  on  a  floe  and  stayed  there  for  several 
hours  until  the  rescuing  vessels  smashed  a  passage  through 
the  ice  to  them. 


Only  a  very  small  percentage  of  drunkards  and  habitual 
drinkers  of  alcoholic  liquors  are  curable,  and  the  results 
of  the  many  institutes  in  Germany  for  the  treatment  of 
alcoholism  have  been  disappointing,  according  to  a  report 
just  issued.  Declaring  that  few  of  the  patients  treated 
stay  cured,  it  noted  that  out  of  732  treated  in  several  in¬ 
stitutions  only  122  became  sober  citizens;  74  were  sent  to 
insane  asylums;  301  refused  absolutely  to  stop  drinking; 
10  were  sent  to  prisons,  and  01  to  hospitals. 


The  white  man  is  no  longer  free  to  shoot  elephants  at 
his  will  and  pleasure  in  French  West  Africa.  The  Gov¬ 
ernor  has  issued  severe  provisional  regulations  pending 
the  promulgation  of  a  decree  on  this  subject.  Every 
European  who  has  a  regular  license  to  carry  arms  and 
who  wishes  to  hunt  elephants  must  make  a  declaration  and 
pay  a  tax  fixed  by  the  district  governors,  which  must  not 
he  less  than  $200.  This  is  only  good  for  one  year  (or  less 
if  the  decree  is  issued  before  the  lapse  of  a  year)  and  only 
entitles  the  holder  to  kill  two  elephants.  Every  elephant 
shot  in  excess  of  the  two  must  be  declared  and  paid  for  at 
the  rate  of  at  least  $100  a  head,  and  not  more  than  five 
in  all  may  be  killed  in  the  year.  The  spoils  of  an  ele¬ 
phant  killed  in  self-defence  must  he  handed  over  to  the 
district  authority. 


The  George  Walter  Vincent,  Smith  art  collection,  valued 
at  more  than  $1,000,000,  was  deeded  to  the  city  of  Spring- 
field.  Mass.,  by  Mr.  Smith  and  his  wife,  Belle  Townsley 
Smith.  The  only  stipulations  are  that  the  collection  shall 
he  open  to  the  public  at  reasonable  hours,  that  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Smith  shall  have  the  right  to  make  substitutions  and 
additions,  and  that  the  gift  shall  be  known  as  the  George 
Walter  Vincent  Smith  Collection.  The  collection,  which 
ranks  as  one  of  the  best,  of  its  kind  in  the  world,  repre¬ 
sents  the  life  work  of  Mr.  Smith.  It  includes  ceramics, 
arms,  bronzes,  lacquers,  paintings,  textiles,  laces,  books, 
manuscripts,  jades,  and  notable  curios.  Many  of  the  ob¬ 
jects  represent  the  only  examples  in  existence  of  certain 
phases  of  art,  and  have  been  unsuccessfully  sought  for  fa¬ 
mous  collections  in  both  Europe  and  America. 

The  little  town  of  Greiz,  famous  for  its  tax  on  bachelors, 
had  a  wildly  exciting  time  recently  when  an  American 


millionaire  arrived  suddenly  to  visit  his  relatives.  e  19 
Huge  Eckardt,  formerly  of  Milwaukee,  later  of  *  ome. 
Ten  years  ago,  when  he  was  twenty-four,  Eckaidt  em 
grated  to  America.  He  became  a  ropemaker  s  assistant  at 
Milwaukee  and  soon  afterward  went  North  and  trie  go  d 
digging  in  Nome.  Between  1908  and  1912  he  struck  it 
rich  and  soon  he  was  employing  twenty  diggers.  Some 
days  he  gathered  as  much  as  $500  worth.  Last  winter  he 
was  particularly  fortunate,  and  having  collected  his  win¬ 
nings,  determined  to  visit  his  old  home.  He  brought  back 
a  number  of  large  nuggets  as  a  guarantee  of  good  faith. 
Eckardt  intends  to  return  to  Alaska  next  summer  for  one 
more  digging  season.  Then  he  will  settle  permanently  in 
Germany. 


Congressman  Stephens,  of  Los  Angeles,  has  evolved  a 
plan  for  the  firsrt  commercial  cargo  passing  through  the 
Panama  Canal  that  is  at  once  romantic  and  practical.  He 
finds  it  probable  that  the  first  merchant  vessel  to  traverse 
the  canal  probably  will  be  one  of  the  ships  of  the  Panama 
steamship  line,  owned  by  the  United  States  Government. 
His  idea  is  to  have  this  vessel  loaded  at  Atlantic  ports, 
with  a  cargo  for  the  Pacific  coast  and  that  the  cargo  be 
unloaded  at  all  the  chief  ports  from  San  Diego  to  Seattle. 
Then,  for  the  return  trip  he  would  have  the  vessel  loaded 
with  citrus  fruits,  raisins,  and  other  California  and  Pa¬ 
cific  coast  products,  to  be  unloaded  at  Atlantic  coast  ports. 
The  matter  has  been  broached  to  Secretary  of  War  Gar¬ 
rison.  and  may  be  worked  out  as  the  zealous  C  alifornia 
congressman  plans.  Mr.  Stephens  says  of  the  plan:  this 
would  give  a  corking  illustration  of  the  benefits  that  will 
lie  realized  from  the  operation  of  the  canal. 


A  sudden  outbreak  of  anti-clerical  violence  at  Ostuni 
has  created  a  good  deal  of  anxiety  in  Roman  C  atholic 
circles.  It  did  not  turn  on  any  question  of  government 
or  papal  authority,  but,  oddly  enough,  it  arose  through  an 
effort  on  the  part  of  some  distinguished  priests  to  put 
down  popular  superstitions  about  a  miraculous  interven¬ 
tion  of  heaven  in  a  drought.  For  a  long  time  the  inhabi¬ 
tants  of  Ostuni  had  suffered  severely  through  want  of 
rain.  Public  prayers  and  processions  in  honor  of  their 
patron  saint  Oronzo  had  been  without  avail.  4  in  ally  the 
“’■miraculous"’  image  of  the  sjf int  was  carried  in  proces¬ 
sion.  and  following  this  rain  fell  in  torrents.  A  thanks¬ 
giving  service  was  organized,  and  the  image  was  1o  no 
carried  in  procession  around  the  town.  1  lie  priests  pro¬ 
hibited  this,  whereupon  the  people  crowded  to  the  cathe¬ 
dral  and  attacked  the  priests,  several  of  whom  were  badly 
beaten.  Shouting,  “Long  live  our  saint!  and  “Death  t>» 
1  ho  priests!”  the  infuriated  mob  threatened  to  lynch  the 
clergy,  who  barricaded  themselves  in  the  sacristy.  For- 
t unatelv,  a  body  of  police  and  troops  arrived  in  tnv\  The 
crowd  was  repeatedly  charged,  and  eventually  expo' led 
from  the  church,  which  i&  now  closed. 
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INTERESTING  TOPICS 


GIRDLING  THE  EARTH. 

English  airmen  are  inclined  to  regard  an  aeroplane  trip 
around  the  world  unfeasible  in  the  present  stage  of  aerial 
development.  It  is  pointed  out  that  in  order  to  recover 
the  distance  in  the  stipulated  time  it  would  be  necessary 
to  fiv  at  the  rate  of  more  than  200  miles  daily  for  three 
months. 

Vedrines  was  five  weeks  in  accomplishing  the  3,500 
miles  from  Paris  to  the  Pyramids,  flying  an  average  of 
only  100  miles  daily. 

“The  Exhibition  Committee’s  offer,”  says  The  Daily 
Mail,  “indicates  remarkable  confidence  in  the  future  of 
aircraft,  though  there  is  little  prospect  of  the  feat  being 
accomplished  by  the  proposed  date.  But  it  is  merely  a 
question  of  time  before  an  airman  puts  a  girdle  around 
the  world.” 


KILL  400,000  PRAIRIE  DOGS. 

Pour  hundred  thousand  prairie  dogs  in  the  Cochetopa 
and  Dike  national  forests  in  Colorado  and  the  Tusayan 
and  Coconino  forests  in  Arizona  have  been  killed  by  the 
Department  of  Agriculture  since  its  campaign  of  destruc¬ 
tion  was  declared  against  the  rodents. 

In  a  statement  issued  recently  the  department  says  that 
this  work  was  done  at  a  cost  of  about  $12,000,  which  is  a 
mere  trifle  when  compared  with  the  value  of  the  forage 
upon  which  the  dogs  lived.  It  is  estimated  that  the  forage 
which  the  rodents  devoured  would  have  been  sufficient  for 
about  15,500  sheep  or  about  1,800  head  of  cattle,  valued 
at  $150,000. 

Carbon  bisulphid  and  strychnine  mixed  with  heavy  oats 
is  the  department’s  means  of  getting  rid  of  the  dogs.  In 
the  Cochetopa  forests  alone  last  year  the  survey  used  35,- 
000  pounds  of  oats,  4,000  pounds  of  bisulphid,  and  about 
1,800  ounces  of  strychnine. 

'fhe  hides  of  the  prairie  dogs  are  practically  worthless 
in  this  country,  according  to  the  department.  American 
and  English  furriers  obtain  better  skins  from  Siberia  for 
5  cents  apiece,  and  glovemakers  say  that  the  skins  are 
too  small  to  be  worked  up  economically.  As  a  result,  the 
department  says,  no  market  for  the  skins  has  been  found. 


DEEP  SEA  FISH  FOUND. 

The  1’rince  of  Monaco’s  passion  for  oceanography  has 
brought  to  light  a  specimen  of  a  hitherto  unknown  species 
of  fish  which  was  found  in  the  Atlantic  at  the  depth  of 
three  and  three-quarters  miles.  In  honor  of  the  reigning 
family  of  Monaco  it  has  been  called  “grimaldichtys  pro- 
fundissimus.” 

The  depth  at  which  it  was  found,  is  several  hundred 
van  -  lower  than  the  lowest  depths  hitherto  explored  and 
lend-,  to  prove  the  existence  of  other  unknown  races  and 
specie-,  of  deep-sea  monsters  at  depths  which  have  never 

been  sounded. 


The  grimaldichtys  profundissimus  is  very  heavy  about 
the  head,  but  the  body  diminishes  rapidly  in  size  toward 
the  tail.  It  is  covered  with  a  peculiar  form  of  scales  im¬ 
bedded  in  the  skin.  The  head  is  round  and  soft,  with 
the  appearance  of  having  been  flattened  underneath ;  the 
eyes  are  extremely  small,  but  visible,  and  the  teeth  are 
numerous  and  small.  The  fish  is  very  pale  and  almost 
without  color,  except  for  a  grayish-violet  tinge  in  certain 
parts  of  the  head  and  underneath  the  body.  The  inside 
of  the  mouth  is  a  dark  violet,  almost  black. 


WHEN  “FINDINGS  ARE  KEEPINGS.” 

There  are  a  good  many  popular  sayings  on  matters 
legal  which  if  followed  literally  may  lead  to  trouble.  The 
old  saying  that  “Findings  Are  Keepings,”  is  one  of  them. 

It  is  true  that  under  the  law  the  finder  of  lost  property 
is  entitled  to  keep  it  against  all  the  world  except  the 
rightful  owner,  but  he  may  get  himself  into  serious  trouble 
unless  he  makes  a  reasonable  effort  to  locate  the  real 
owner. 

At  least  that  is  so  in  New  York  and  probably  in  some 
of  the  other  States  where  New  York’s  Penal  Code  is  more 
or  less  closely  followed.  There  is  a  section  of  that  code 
which  provides  that,  unless  he  makes  a  reasonable  effort 
to  restore  it  to  its  owner,  the  finder  of  lost  property  is 
guilty  of  larceny. 

Just  what  amounts  to  “a  reasonable  effort”  must  de¬ 
pend  upon  the  circumstances  of  each  particular  case.  One 
would  not  be  expected  to  go  to  any  considerable  expense 
to  locate  the  owner  of  an  article  of  little  value,  but,  on 
the  other  hand,  if  the  property  found  were  worth  several 
thousand  dollars,  the  finder  might  reasonably  be  expected 
to  expend  his  own  money,  if  necessary,  to  locate  the  loser. 
If  he  didn’t,  he  would  be  guilty  of  larceny  under  the 
statute. 

There  is  no  duty  upon  the  part  of  the  finder  to  advertise 
for  the  owner  unless  that  method  seems  to  be  the  most 
likely  one  to  Jocate  him. 

If  you  find  a  gold  watch  on  a  street  car,  it  is  your  duty 
to  turn  it  over  to  the  conductor  or  to  the  lost  property  de¬ 
part  merit  of  the  railway  company,  not  because  the  com¬ 
pany  has  a  better  title  to  it  than  you,  but  because  that 
is  the  most  likely  method  of  locating  the  owner.  If  the 
property  is  not  reclaimed  within  a  reasonable  time,  you 
may  insist  upon  having  it  returned  to  you.  For  this 
reason,  when  you  turn  over  lost  property  in  this  way 
either  obtain  a  receipt  for  it  admitting  your  claim  to  it 
a.s  a  finder,  or  if  you  cannot  obtain  such  a  receipt,  deliver 
with  the  article  a  letter  asserting  your  claim,  keeping  a 
copy  of  the  letter. 

Again,  if  you  find  a  poeketbook  in  a  store,  and  there 
is  no  clue  to  its  owner,  it  is  your  duty  to  inform  the  shop¬ 
keeper  of  your  find,  but  there  is  no  reason  why  you  should 
turn  it  over  to  him  unless  by  so  doing  the  owner  may  be 
inure  easily  found. 
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A  FEW  GOOD  ITEMS 


TRAPPED  IN  MOUNTAIN  HOMES. 

With  a  terrific  roar,  an  avalanche,  sweeping  down  the 
mountain  side  at  Storrs,  Utah,  killed  three  persons  and! 
seriously  injured  three  others.  Four  houses  were  ground 
to  splinters.  Every  tree  in  its  path  was  snapped  off  at  the 
roots. 


|  man  who  lias  shown  himself  in  time  of  peace  to  he  an 
able,  well-disciplined  citizen.  The  time  seems  to  be  past 
when  the  blind  courage  of  the  adventurer,  unconscious  of 
danger,  constitutes  an  especially  valuable  element  in  de¬ 
ciding'  the  fate  of  nations.” 


The  bodies  of  Mrs.  Anna  Pakovitch  and  two  Greek 
miners  were  recovered  shortly  after.  Thev  had  been 

%  V  • 

trapped  in  their  homes,  where  they  were  crushed  almost 
beyond  recognition. 

An  hour  after  the  slide  W.  T.  Thorne  was  rescued,  six 
feet  below  the  surface  of  the  snow.  The  debris  had  packed 
in  such  a  way  that  he  escaped  suffocation.  He  suffered 
internal  injuries  and  a  broken  leg.  Two  Greek  laborers 
were  later  found  badlv  bruised  and  nearly  suffocated. 

O  v 

When  the  avalanche  started  Mrs.  A.  P.  Webb  was  stand¬ 
ing  on  her  porch  with  an  infant  in  her  arms  and  two  chil¬ 
dren  bv  her  side.  Thev  lied  along  the  mountain-side  and, 
although  showered  by  flying  particles  of  snow  and  ice. 
they  managed  to  escape. 

The  avalanche  descended  a  distance  of  only  half  a  mile 
from  near  the  head  of  the  canyon,  and  slopped  at  the  edge 
of  this  coal  mining  camp.  It  measured  300  feet  in  width. 
The  inhabitants  fear  further  disaster,  as  an  unusual  thaw 
has  loosened  the  snow,  which  is  packed  from  six  to  ten 
feet  deep  on  the  precipitous  slopes. 


CRIMINALS  ALWAYS  COWARDS. 

Criminals  generally  turn  out  to  be  cowards  on  the  bat¬ 
tlefield,  according  to  observations  in  the  cases  of  225  men 
with  jail  or  prison  sentences  in  their  record  made  during 
the  campaign  of  Italy  in  Tripoli  by  Dr.  Consiglio,  chief 
of  staff  surgeon  with  the  Italian  army,  and  reported  in  a 
Gennan  medical  paper.  Dr.  Consiglio  savs: 

“The  abnormal  man  is  unfit  for  methodicallv  disci¬ 
plined  effort  in  times  of  ponce.  In  war,  where  the  de¬ 
mands  of  discipline  and  the  strain  of  systematic  prepara¬ 
tions  increase,  he  displays  invariably  sooner  or  later  a 
reaction  against  his  surroundings,  which  manifests  itself 
chiefly  in  morbid  lack  of  discipline,  disobedience,  insub¬ 
ordination  or  even  desertion.  'The  moral  strain  and  the 
violent  manifestations  of  war  induce  in  such  men  physical 
disturbances,  excitative  crises,  hysteric  and  epileptic  at¬ 
tacks  and  acute  insanity.  They  lack  the  possibility  of 
methodic  action,  the  iron  will  to  respond  to  the  multiple 
demands  of  the  inslant  and  to  the  continued  plivsica.1  and 
intellectual  strain. 

“While  the  habitual  criminal,  although  impulsive  and 
toward  superiors  and  comrades,  generally  is 
coward  1\  in  battle,  there  are  among  the  occasional  crimi¬ 
nals,  those*  who  have  gone  wrong  through  drink  or  love  of 
adventure,  mnnv  who  distinguish  themselves  in  warfare. 

relapsed  regularly  into  breaches  of  disci- 
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pline  and  were  useless  for  ordered  effort.  The  soldier 
adapted  to  modern  warfare,  capable  of  continued  effort, 
able  to  retain  his  cool  presence  of  mind  in  battle,  is  a 


QUEER  HAPPENINGS. 

Lester  Barr,  ten,  Paterson,  was  given  title  of' "India 
Rubber  Boy”  when  he  bounced  away  uninjured  after  an 
auto  hit  him  twice. 

A  $195  dress  owned  by  Mrs.  Elizabeth  White,  Rich¬ 
mond  Hill,  was  found  in  the  possession  of  a  colored  maid, 
who  stole  it  to  be  “belle  of  a  ball.” 

Following. a  trail  of  gumdrops,  Huntington  (L.  I.)  de¬ 
tectives  arrested  Harry  English,  fifteen,  on  a  charge  of 
stealing  $20  and  some  candy  from  a  store. 

A  subscription  list  totalling  $1,400  to  buy  a  “$100  leg” 
was  found  on  Edward  Norton,  a  one-legged  Newark  mendi¬ 
cant. 

Policeman  called  to  Yonkers  home  to  catch  a  burglar 
fell  over  him  asleep  in  the  hall  waiting  for  the  house  to 
quiet  down  before  going  to  work. 

Body  of  boy  drowned  in  Dundee  canal  was  found  after 
three-hour  search  near  spot  where  he  broke  through  the 
ice.  Skates  held-  the  body  to  the  mud  at  the  bottom. 

The  effort  of  Thomas  Owens,  of  Rainapo,  to  take  a 
splinter  from  his  thumb  with  his  nails  resulted  in  blood 
poisoning.  He  may  lose  his  hand. 

Preparing  to  move,  Mrs.  Chester  K.  Lyman,  of  Stony 
Point,  nacked  her  silverware  in  two  bundles.  Bnrsrlars 
carried  it  away. 


Thief  who  stole  a  watch  fifteen  years  ago  from  James 
Hodgeman,  of  Philipstown,  X.  Y..  put  it  on  owner's  door¬ 
step  n  few  nights  ago.  It  was  still  running. 

Practising  to  perfect  Iris  aim  for  chicken  thieves.  Fred¬ 
erick  Jacobs,  near  Garrison,  X.  Y.,  shot  himself  in  the 
hand  and  his  son  in  the  loo-. 

o 

Diphtheria  quarantine  signs  did  not  deter  burglars  from 
entering  home,  of  Jacob  Noonburg  and  J.  G.  McIntosh. 
Clifton,  X.  J.,  and  stealing  $500  in  valuables. 

Thieves  who  stole  nine  hens  from  Eugene  C.  Morgan, 
near  lYekskill.  left  behind  two  ducks  stolen  elsewhere. 

Because  his  parents  refused  to  give  his  $20  daily  al¬ 
lowance  of  spending  money  Edwin  J.  Sloat.  sixteen,  of 
Newark,  beat  them.  ITe's  arrested. 
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ITEMS  OF  CURRENT  NEWS 

Another  profit-sharing  plan  was  put  in  operation  in 
Hershev,  Pa.,  when  the  Hershey  Chocolate  Company  dis¬ 
tributed  $100,000  among  its  employees.  The  distribution 
took  the  form  of  a  20  per  cent,  bonus  to  all  employees  of 
six  months'  standing. 


The  National  Aerial  League  has  completed  plans  for  a 
flight  of  a  flotilla  of  aeroplanes  across  the  Sahara  or  Great 
Desert.  They  will  start  from  Oran,  Algeria,  and  the  final 
landing  will  be  made  at  Timbuktu,  French  Sudan,  a  dis¬ 
tance  of  1,400  miles.  Pyramids  of  stone  will  be  placed 
at  intervals  to  mark  the  route.  If  the  experiment  proves 
successful  the  establishment  of  a  regular  air  mail  service 
will  he  considered. 


letter  was  dated  Boa  Vista,  Brazil,  which  is  at  the  head¬ 
waters  of  ordinary  navigation  on  the  Uraraeuera  River,  a 
northern  allluent  of  the  Amazon.  The  Indians  call  them¬ 
selves  Porocotos,  A ja maras,  and  ZapacaS.  Doctor  Fara- 
bee  made  vocabularies  of  their  languages,  took  photo¬ 
graphs,  and  collected  many  ethnological,  specimens. 
Archaeological  specimens  of  rare  interest  were  also  found. 
The  letter  was  dated  October  ?,  and  reported  that  all 
members  of  the  party  were  well,  and  were  about  to  set 
out  for  Guiana  to  make  further  explorations. 


The  body  of  Marshall  H.  Shaw,  aged  88  years,  a  re¬ 
tired  business  man  of  Mansfield,  Mass.,  who  had  been 
living  with  his  son.  Frank  VI.  Shaw  of  Manhattan,  was 
found  lying  face  down  in  a  cranberry  marsh  the  other 
afternoon  in  Patchogue,  X.  Y-  That  the  old  man  had 
drowned  himself  by  forcing  his  head  down  into  the  shal¬ 
low  water,  not  over  a  foot  deep,  was  evident  from  a  note 
he  left  on  the  dresser  in  his  room  stating  that  his  body 
would  he  found  in  Carmen  River.  The  letter  was  dis¬ 
covered  when  Shaw  failed  to  appear  for  dinner.  Shaw  had 
spent  . the  last  four  summers  at  Yapliank  and  as  his  health 
had  been  failing  of  late  his  son  thought  that  an  outing  of 
a  week  would  do  him  good.  In  his  note  t lie  aged  suicide 
declared  that  his  infirmities  had  moved  him  to  end  his 
life. 


Paul  Schmitt,  au  engineer  in  France,  has  built  an  aero¬ 
plane  which,  with  seven  men  and  carrying  an  aggregate 
weight  of  a  ton  and  a  half,  rose  recently  to  a  height  of 
about  5,000  feet  in  half  an  hour.  Among  the  devices  on 
the  aeroplane  is  one  by  which  its  speed  can  be  regulated  at 
will  from  To  to  26  miles  an  hour.  It  is  claimed  that  this 
must  revolutionize  all  theories  on  long  distance  tours  and 
makes  possible  an  aerial  automobile  service. 


Moving  targets  are  used Germany  which  are  mounted 
on  trucks  and  drawn  along  the  ground  by  the  use  of  elec¬ 
trically  worked  cables  and  drums,  so  as  to  approach  real 
conditions.  In  the  electric  plant  is  a  large  motor  driving 
a  number  of  drums,  one  Tor  each  cable  and  its  target,  the 
-peed  varying  as  desired.  Silhouettes  representing  infan- 
t t  v  are  drawn  along,  at  first  slowly,  and  when  fired  at  they 
run  at  a  rapid  rate  till  they  reach  the  first  trench,  stop¬ 
ping  and  lowering  automatically  so  as  to  show  only  the 
head.  Other  maneuvers  for  infantry  or  cavalry  can  be 
carried  out,  and  the  electric  method  allows  of  a  good  con¬ 
trol  of  operations. 


Time  tribes  of  Indians  hitherto  unknown  have  been 
di#c©\ercd  by  the  University  of  Pennsylvania’s  Amazon 
expedition.  T  hey  arc*  in  regions  of  Brazil  never  before  pen¬ 
etrated  by  white*  men,  according  to  a  letter  received  re¬ 
cently  from  Doctor  Farabee,  head  of  the  expedition.  The 


The  Union  Pacific  I ’ail  road  struck  a  hard  blow  recently 
in  the  fight  which  that  line  and  the  Santa  Fe  are  waging 
for  the  contract  to  carry  I  he  mail  to  San  Francisco  when 
officials  announced  an  eighty-six-hour  mail  train  between 
New  York  and  San  Francisco  in  connection  with  the  New 
York  Central  and  Burlington  Railroads.  New  York  mail, 
which  heretofore  has  arrived  in  San  Francisco  at  10:10 
a.  m.,  will  reach  that  city  at  2:30  the  previous  afternoon 
under  the  new  schedule.  There  will  he  no  change  of  time 
in  the  trains  cast  of  Omaha,  the  Union  Pacific  being  the 
only  road  to  change  its  schedule.  The  Santa  Fe’s  fast 
schedule,  which  went  into  effect  recently,  delivers  New 
York  mail  in  San  Francisco  in  ninety-six  hours.  The 
Union  Pacific  schedule  .stands  ready,  it  is  said,  to  still 
further  reduce  the  time  if  necessary  to  retain  the  mail 
contract. 


Morris  D.  Brown,  National  Amateur  champion  of  1912, 
and  a  party  of  hi i hard  enthusiasts,  who  recently  assembled 
at  Keeney’s,  engaged  in  a  general  analysis  of  balk-line. 
During  a  rapid-fire  discussion,  one  individual  expressed 
an  opinion  that  “barring  the  anchor  in  amateur  events 
was  absurd,”  and  asked :  ‘‘What  can  an  amateur  do  when 
he  gets  the  balls  on  the  anchor?”  ‘Til  show  you,”  re¬ 
plied  Brown,  who  got  a  set  of  balls,  placed  them  in  an 
anchor  position  and  ran  200.  Then  it  was  suggested  that 
the  balls  had  been  placed  where  there  were  depressions  in 
the  naps  of  the  cloth.  “You  place  them,”  was  Brown's 
response.  The  halls  were  shifted  to  the  opposite  end  of 
the  table,  where  the  cloth  was  pronounced  smooth.  There 
Brown  executed  another  run  of  200  and  quit.  He  con¬ 
vinced  observers  that  an  amateur  can  manipulate  aud 
retain  the  anchor  position. 
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PLUCK  AND  LUCK.. 


THE  NEWS  IN  SHORT  ARTICLES 


An  enterprising  dentist  practicing  in  the  Place  Clichy, 
Montmartre,  Paris,  has  just  published  an  original  schedule 
of  rates  for  the  extraction  of  teeth.  The  ordinary  extrac¬ 
tion  is  GO  cents,  painless  extraction  $1,  extraction  to  music, 
$.L  With  this  class  of  operation  the  victim  may  choose 
any  musical  record  he  desires,  hear  Wagner,  Beethoven,  or, 
as  the  announcement  adds,  Irving  of  Berlin. 


The  aviator  Ingold  broke  the  world’s  record  for  an  en¬ 
durance  flight  at  Munich,  February  8.  He  remained  in 
the  air  for  sixteen  hours  and  twenty  minutes  and  cov¬ 
ered  a  distance  estimated  at  1,050  miles  without  landing. 
Ingold  started  at  Mulhausen,  Alsace,  and  flew  far  to  the 
north.  He  then  proceeded  southward  to  Munich,  landing 
in  a  suburb. 


Fox  hunters  suddenly  ran  into  a  herd  of  twenty-three 
deer  and  three  old  bucks  at  Westminster,  Conn.  All  parts 
of  the  county  are  now  overrun  by  deer,  which  are  leaving 
their  winter  retreats  and  invading  settlements  in  search 
of  food.  Young  trees,  especially  apple,  peach  and  pear 
trees,  are  being  destroyed  by  thousands.  It  is  usually 
late  in  March  before  the  deer  leave  their  winter  "yards.” 
Farmers  who  have  long  studied  their  habits  believe  that 
the  breaking  up  means  that  the  animals  consider  winter 
broken  up  also. 


Xo  natural  resource  is  too  trifling  to  be  turned  to  ac¬ 
count  by  the  teeming  population  of  China.  The  sea  is 
raked  and  is  drained  for  edible  plunder.  Seaweed  and 
kelp  have  a  place  in  the  larder.  Great  quantities  of  shell¬ 
fish  no  bigger  than  one’s  finger  nail  are  opened  and  made 
to  yield  a  food  that  finds  its  way  far  inland.  The  fungus 
that  springs  up  in  the  grass  after  a  rain  is  eaten.  Fried 
sweet  potato  vines  furnish  the  poor  man’s  table.  The 
roadside  ditches  are  bailed  out  for  the  sake  of  fishes  no 
longer  than  one's  finger.  Careful,  observers  say  that  four- 
fifths  of  the  conversation  among  the  Chinese  relates  to 
food. 


Jasper  W.  Rainey,  State  prison  life-termer,  at  Leaven¬ 
worth,  Kan.,  who  broke  a  silence  of  twenty  years  recently 
when,  on  his  knees,  he  begged  Samuel  Seaton,  Governor 
Hodges’  pardon  clerk,  to  have  release  on  parole  granted, 
has  left  the  prison.  He  will  be  free  as  long  as  he  observes 
the  parole  regulations.  Rainey  has  served  twenty  years  on 
the  charge  of  murdering  a  woman  with  whom  he  quar¬ 
reled  at  Raola,  Kan.  He  had  protested  when  he  arrived 
at  Leavenworth,  Kan.,  that  he  had  been  wronged  and 
t*ok  a  vow  that  his  voice  would  not  be  heard  while  he  re¬ 
mained  behind  the  prison  walls. 

The  International  Waterways  Commission  has  published 
its  final  report  on  the  proposal  to  establish  a  submerged 
dam  or  weir  at  the  outlet  of  Luke  Erie  for  the  purpose 


of  raising  the  water  in  all  the  Great  Lakes  except  On¬ 
tario.  Its  cost  would  be  about  $3,000,000,  and  the  Com¬ 
mission  unanimously  recommends  that  a  /treaty  be  entered 
into  between  Great  Britain  and  the  United  States  pro¬ 
viding  for  its  construction.  The  report  states  that  the 
level  of  the  lakes  has  been  appreciably  lowered  by  the 
Chicago  Drainage  Canal  and  the  Erie  Canal.  fl  o  illus¬ 
trate  the  importance  of  this  question,  it  is  pointed  out  that 
the  freight  boats  on  the  lakes  are  built  to  the  greatest 
capacity  the  depth  of  harbors  and  channels  will  permit, 
and  that  every  added  inch  of  water  means  an  increased 
capacity  of  85  tons  in  these  big  vessels. 


Two  motor  cars  raced  over  the  Williamsburg  bridge  the 
other  afternoon  and  when  the  first  car  reached  the  center 
span,  175  feet  above  the  river,  a  young  woman  leaped  out, 
scrambled  up  to  the  top  of  the  parapet,  seven  feet  higher 
than  the  driveway,  and  jumped  off  into  space.  A  young 
man  jumped  out  of  the  second  car,  threw  ldmself  to  the 
top  of  the  parapet,  and  folloived.  Traffic  was  lively  on  the 
bridge,  and  only  a  few  noticed  a  motion-picture  machine  at 
work.  The  shouts,  shrieks,  and  yells  which  greeted  the 
double  jump  stopped  for  a  moment  when  it  was  seen  that 
the  two  had  parachutes.  The  young  woman,  who  was 
Constance  Bennett,  fell  ninety  feet  before  her  parachute 
bulged  out,  while  the  young  man,  who  was  Rodman  Law, 
the  human  skyrocket,  dropped  like  a  shot  to  within  fifty 
feet  of  the  water  -before  his  parachute  mushroomed.  As 
the  two  struck  the  water,  the  breathless  crowd  on  the 
bridge  noticed  a  tug  cruising  near  them  with  two  mo¬ 
tion-picture  cameras  aboard.  This  tug,  the  Dalzelline, 
picked  both  of  them  up. 


The  delivery  of  parcel  post  packages  by  United  States 
mail  carriers  equipped  with  roller  skates  is  the  latest 
scheme  devised  to  save  time  in.  this  branch  of  the  Gov¬ 
ernment  service.  Incidentally,  Jit  also  seems  destined  to 
cut  quite  a  figure  in  the  saving  of  shoe  leather  for  post- 
office  employees.  The  idea  \&is  originated  by  the  fore¬ 
man  of  the  check  room  in  theM’hicago  postoffice.  In  the 
basement  of  the  building  is  a  clear  space  of  over  300  feet 
of  smooth  concrete  flooring,  oil  either  side  of  which  are 
arranged  a  total  of  1,400  carriers’  lockers.  The  checking 
of  uniforms  during  the  rush  hours  taxed  t he  force  of 
men  in  charge  of  this  work  to  the  limit.  Then  the  plan 
of  providing  the  checkers  with  roller  skates  was  hit  upon. 


with  tlie  result  that  the  time  formerly  reqi 
rving  uniforms  from  one  end  of  the  locker 
other  was  cut  to  one-fourth.  Following  t hi 
was  applied  to  the  moving  of  puckag's  of  n 
part  of  the  building  to  another,  and  linnllv  a 
the  regular  delivery  of  parcel  post  packager 
|  side.  The  success  of  the  e 
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THE  GERMAN  OCARINO, 

A  handsome  metal  instru- 

|ment,  made  in  Germany, 

from  which  peculiar  but 

sweet  music  can  be  produced. 
Its  odd  shape,  which  resem¬ 

bles  a  torpedo  boat,  will  attract  much  atten¬ 
tion.  We  send  instructions  with  each  instru¬ 
ment,  by  the  aid  of  which  anyone  can  in  a 
short  time  play  any  tune  and  produce  very 

sweet  music  on  this  odd-looking  instrument. 

Price,  10c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
H.  F.  LANG.  1815  Centre  St.,  B’kiyn,  N.  Y. 

THE  GRLAT  FIRE  EATER. 

A  great  Sensational  Trick  of 
_  the  Day!  With  the  Fire  Eater 

in  his  possession  any  person  can 
become  a  perfect  salamander,  ap¬ 
parently  breathing  fire  and  eject¬ 
ing  thousands  of  brilliant  sparks 
from  his  mouth,  to  the  horror 
and  consternation  of  all  behold¬ 
ers.  Harmless  fun  for  all  times, 
seasons  and  places.  If  you  -wish 
to  produce  a  decided  sensation  in  your  neigh¬ 
borhood  don’t  fail  to  procure  one.  We  send 
the  Fire  Eater  with  all  the  materials,  in  a 
handsome  box,  the  cover  of  which  is  highly 
ornamented  with  illustrations  in  various  col¬ 
ors.  Price  of  all  complete  only  15c.,  or  4 
boxes  for  50c.,  mailed  postpaid;  one  dozen  by 
express  $1.20. 

N.  B. — Full  printed  instructions  for  per¬ 
forming  the  trick  accompany  each  box,  which 
also  contains  sufficient  material  for  giving 
several  exhibitions. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’kiyn,  N.  Y. 

ITCH  POWDER. 

Gee  whiz  !  What  fun 
you  can  have  with 
this  stuff.  Moisten  the 
tip  of  your  huger,  tap 
it  on  the  contents  of 
the  box,  and  a  little 
bit  will  stick.  Then 
shake  hands  with 
your  friend,  or  drop 
a  speck  down  his 
back.  In  a  minute  he 
will  feel  as  if  he  had 
_  _  the  seven  years'  itch. 

It  wm  make  him  scratch,  rear,  squirm  and 
make  faces.  But  it  is  perfectly  harmless,  as 
it  is  made  from  the  seeds  of  wild  roses,  ihe 
horrible  itch  stops  in  a  few  minutes,  or  can 
be  checked  immediately  by  rubbing  the  spot 
with  a  wet  cloth.  While  it  is  working,  you 
will  be  apt  to  laugh  your  suspender  buttons 
off.  The  best  joke  of  all.  Price  10  cents  a 
box.  by  mail,  postpaid.  ' 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  X.  Y. 

SNAKES  IN  THE  GRASS 

Something  entirely 
new,  consisting  of  six 
large  cones,  each  one 
nearly  one  inch  in 
height.  Upon  light¬ 
ing  one  of  these  cones 
with  a  match,  you  see 
something  similar  to 
a  4th  of  July  exhibi¬ 
tion  of  fireworks.  Sparks  fly  in  every  direc¬ 
tion,  and  as  the  cone  burns  down  it  throws 
out  and  is  surrounded  with  what  appears  to 
be  grass;  at  the  same  time  a  large  snake 
uncoils  himself  from  the  burning  cone  and 
lazily  stretches  out  in  the  grass,  which  at 
last  burns  to  ashes  but  the  snake  remains  as 
a  curiosity  unharmed.  They  are  not  at  all 
dangerous  and  can  be  set  off  in  the  parlor 
if  placed  on  some  metal  surface  that  will  not 
burn.  An  ordinary  dust  pan  answers  the  pur¬ 
pose  nicelv.  Price  of  the  six  cones,  packed  in 
sawdust,  in  a  strong  wooden  box,  only  10c., 
3  boxes  for  25c.,  1  dozen  boxes  75c.,  sent  by 

“fn.lPi0StNOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  X.  Y. 
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ELECTRIC  PUSH  BUT¬ 
TON. — The  base  is  made  of 
maple,  and  the  center  piece 
of  black  w  inut,  the  whole 
thing  abou*  lVi  inches  in 
diameter,  with  a  metal 
hook  on  the  back  so  that 
it  may  be  slipped  over  edge 
of  the  vest  pocket.  Expose 
to  view  your  New  Electric 
Bell,  when  your  friend  will 
lush  the  button  expecting  to  hear  it  r.ng. 
•As  soon  as  he  touches  it,  you  will  see  some  of 
the  liveliest  dancing  you  ever witnessed.  The 
Electric  Button  is  heavily  charged  and  v.  ill 
jflve  a  smart  shock  when  the  butt°£  *3  Pushed* 
Price  10c.,  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  MIVi  l-Tf  CO.,  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 

HINDOO  FLOWER- POT  TRICK 

VVith  this  trick  you  can  make  a  p.&nt 
crow  right  up  in  a  flower-pot,  before 
the  eyes  of  your  audience.  An  ordinary 
empty  earthen  flower-pot  is  handed  to 
the  spectators  lor  examination.  A 
handkerchief  is  then  placed  over  it,  and 
you  repeat  a  few  magic  words,  and 
wave  your  wand  over  it.  When  the 
handkerchief  Is  removed  there  Is  a 
beautliul  plant,  apparently  in  full 
bloom,  in  the  pot.  Full  directions  with 
each  outfit.  Price,  15  cents  by  mall. 

\\  GALLIGAN.  119  W.  66th  St.,  N.  Y. 


LITTLE  CLINCHERS 

With  a  pair  of  these  creepers 
clinched  on  your  shoes  you  can 
defy  the  slipperiest  ice  or  snow. 
No  matter  how  slippery  the 
road  or  how  steep  the  hill, 
These  claws  of  steel  will  carry 
you  safely  over  them.  A  child 
can  adjust  them  in  30  seconds. 
No  nails,  straps,  screws  or 
rivets  are  needed.  They  will 
not  Injure  your  shoes.  No  need 
to  remove  them  indoors — sim¬ 
ply  fold  the  heel-plate  for¬ 
ward,  reversing  the  spikes 
under  the  instep.  They  are 
comfortable,  durable  and  in¬ 
visible.  Just  the  thing  for 
postmen.  golfers,  hunters, 
woodsmen,  brakemen,  miners 
and  all  who  would  insure  life  and  limb  in 
winter  weather.  25  cents  a  pair,  postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’kiyn,  N.  Y. 

MARBLE  VASE. 

A  clever  and  puzzling  effect, 
easy  to  do;  the  apparatus  can 
be  minutely  examined.  Effect: 
A  marble  can  be  made  to  pas* 
from  the  hand  into  the  closed 
vase,  which  a  moment  beforo 
.  ...  .  was  shown  empty.  This  is  a 

beautiful  enameled  turned  wood  vase. 

Price. ’  20c. 

M.  V.  GALLIGAN,  419  W.  56tb  St„  N.  Y. 


NOISY  HANDKERCHIEF. 

A  great  deal  of  amusement 
may  be  had  with  this  little 
article.  It  imitates  the  blow¬ 
ing  of  the  nose  exactly,  except 
that  the  noise  *’1  magnified  at 
least  a  dozen  times,  and 
sounds  like  the  bass-horn  in  a 
German  band.  This  device  is 
used  by  simply  placing  it  between  the  teeth 
and  blowing.  The  harder  the  blow  the  louder 
the  noise.  Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 

WINDOW  SMASHERS. 

The  greatest  sensation,  just 
from  Paris.  A  most  wonder¬ 
ful  effect  of  a  smashing, 
breaking,  falling  pane  or 
glass.  It  will  electrify  every¬ 
body.  When  you  come  home, 
slam  the  door  shut  and  at 
the  same  time  throw  the 
discs  to  the  floor.  Every  pane  of  glass  in  the 
house  will  at  once  seem  to  have  been  shat¬ 
tered.  Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  35c.,  a  set 
of  six  plates. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’kiyn,  N.  Y. 

THE  MAGNETIC  TOP. 

A  handsome  metal, 
highly  magnetized  toy. 
A  horseshoe  and  a  spiral 
wire  furnished  with 
each  top.  When  spun 
next  to  the  wires,  they 
make  the  most  surpris¬ 
ing  movements.  You 
can  make  wires  of  dif¬ 
ferent  shapes  and  get 
the  most  peculiar  ef¬ 
fects.  Price,  5c.,  post¬ 
paid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’kiyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  SPRINGER. 

Don’t  miss  this  brand  new  nov¬ 
elty.  It  is  a  little  figure  made 
in  various  shapes,  perched  on  a 
spring  and  pedestal.  You  push 
down  the  spring,  set  it  where  you 
please,  and  in  a  few  moments  it 
leaps  up  into  the  air,  scaring  the 
cat,  and  sending  every  one  in  the 
room  into  convulsions  of  laugh¬ 
ter. 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  post¬ 
paid. 


f  .  RUHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


MANY  TOOL  KEY  RING. 

The  wonder  of  the  age.  The  great¬ 
est  small  tool  in  the  world.  In  this 
little  instrument  you  have  in  combina¬ 
tion  seven  useful  tools  embracing  Key 
Ring,  Pencil  Sharpener,  Mail  Cutter 
and  Cleaner.  Watch  Opener.  Cigar 
Clipper,  Letter  Opener  and  Screw 
Driver.  It  is  not  a  toy,  but  a  useful 
article,  made  of  cutlery  steel,  tem¬ 
pered  and  highly  nickeled.  Therefore 
—  will  carry  an  edge  the  same  as  any 
piece  of  cutlery.  As  a  useful  tool,  nothing 
has  ever  been  offered  to  the  public  to  equal  It. 
Price.  15c.,  mailed,  postpaid. 

\\  OLFF  NOVELTY  CO„  29  W.  26tb  St.,  N.  Y. 


Almost  anyone  can  learn  it  at  home.  Sms'" 
coat.  Send  to  day  2-cent  stamp  for  particulars 
and  proof.  O.  A.  SMITH,  Room  „  D110  ^82$ 
Bigelow  St..  Peoria.  XU, 


fit  n  WANTED.  $1  »0  $600  paid  fat 

fc»  bS  I  IH  *9  hundreds  of  coins  dated  before 

1834.  Send  10  cents  for  our  coin  value  book,  it  may  mean  your 
fortune.  ROCKWELL  a  CO.  2265  Archer  Av«..  CHICAGO.  Hi. 

Wonderful 
{that  create*  a  new 
^oal  power.  8  fund  pap. 
pear  to  come  from  a  great  d  3 stance  awa j.  Held  unseen  in  thj  mouia. 
A  wU  Mystifies  everybody.  8enda4ime  for  year*  sod'?.  Our  jreat  catalog 
tx Magic  and  Mystery  included  fne.  MoJHT.TrJ5,.'  OO.^  j  WINONA,  MINN. 

LOTS  OF  FUN  FOR  A  DIME 

Ventriloquist  Double  Throat v* 

Fite  roof  of  mouth;  always  invisible;  greatest 
thing  yet.  Astonish  and  mystify  your  friends, 
h’eiah  like  a  horse;  whine  like  a  puppy:  sing 
like  a  canary,  and  imitate  birds  and  beasts  of 
the  field  and  forest.  Load*  of  fun.  Wonder¬ 
ful  invention.  Thousands  sold.  Price:  only 
10  cents;  4  for  25  cents,  or  12  for  50  cent* 

Double  Thro.t  Co.  Dpt.  K  Frenchtcwn.N.A 

REMEDY  sent  to  you  on^FBEETRUZ. 
If  it  cures,  send  $1.00;  if  not,  don't. 
Give  express  office.  Writ*  tod-y.  W.K. 

Bterline,  837  Okis  Are.,  Sidney,  Ohlfe 


ASTHMA 


f-OLD  COINS  WANTED— 9 
S7.75  Paid  for  RARE  date  185*  Quarter! 
and  without  arrow*.  CASH  prem* 
iums  paid  on  hundred*  of  old  ooins. 
Keep  all  money  dated  before  1893  an4 

_  send  T  E  N  cent*  at  once  for  Net* 

Illustrated  Coin  Value  Rook,  *!*•  4x7.  Get  Posted 
and  make  money  easy.  C.  K.  CLARKE  &  CD.,  Cola 
Dealers,  Rox  21,  Le  Roy,  X.  I. 
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NICE  POST  CARDS di?ereBt  ^ 


a  Good  Ka*izin«  for 
Ths  WHOLE  THING  for  only  ten  ijents. 

CHICAGO.  'LL 


one  year. 

ROBERTS  &  CO..  32*7  WOOD  ST 


YouCanEMeS8i!2i 


tuui 
Lass  snick. 


.is  too  coiveevino 

jeer  neighbors  umu  for  nt 

_  _  _  DirMtosy.  All  kinds  sfnsniaj 

Bsad  10  cun  postage  for  blank  book  sad  out**  We  vast  a  ntlUira 
WATSON  A  00.,  KriUXUI  FAR?  0EI0A90,'  ILL 


EASY  MONEY  Hire’s  Beck  Roll1 

end  moke  ’em  ell  “rubber.”  These  goods  are  ^ 
'.made  in  Washington  and  are  dandles. Easy  moot; 
.ling  them.  Send  lOo  for  eannie  “wad.”  and  Big  ( 
, Address  ,  McKINLEY  CO.,  Pephl  ,  WINONA, 


10? 

r  bead 
Catalog 
,  MINIS 


Repealing 

LIQUID  PISTOL 

Will  stop  the  moat  Vic¬ 
toria  dog  (or  man)  with* 

*ut  permanent  lu|nry. 

Perfectly  safe  to  carry  without  danger 
of  leakage.  Fires  and  reoharges  oj 
pulling  the  trigger.  Leads  from  any  Liquid.  No 
cartridges  required.  Over  six  shot*  in  one  loading. 
All  dealers,  or  by  mall,  oOc.  Pistol  with  rubber  cov¬ 
ered  holster.  5i»e.  Holsters  separate,  lOc.  Send 
money  order.  No  postage  stamps  or  coins  accepted. 

WISER.  STEMNS  t  CO..  273  GEORGIA  ME.,  MMILYM,  N.V. 


THE  JUMPING  FROG. 

This  little  novelty  create* 
a  world  of  laughter.  Its 
chief  attractiveness  is  that 
it  takes  a  few  seconds  be¬ 
fore  leaping  high  in  the  air, 
so  that  when  set,  very  inno¬ 
cently  along  side  of  an  unsuspecting  person, 
he  is  suddenly  startled  by  the  wonderful 
activity  of  this  frog.  Price,  15c.  each  by  mail 
postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG.  1815  Centre  St.,  B’kiyn,  N.  Y. 


JUMPING  CARD. — A 

pretty  little  trick,  easy  to 
perform.  Effect:  A  select¬ 
ed  card  returned  to  the 
deck  jumps  high  into  the 
air  at  the  performer’s  com¬ 
mand.  Pack  is  held  in  one 
hand.  Price  of  apparatus, 
with  enough  cards  to  per¬ 
form  the  trick,  10c. 


M.  V.  GALLIGAN,  419  W.  56th  St.,  N.  Y. 


GIANT  SAW 
PUZZLE. 

This  puzzle  contain* 
twenty-one  pieces  of 
wood  nicely  finished; 
take  them  apart  and 
put  them  together 
same  as  illustrated. 
Everybody  would  like 
to  try  it,  as  it  is  very 
fascinating.  Price,  by 
mail,  postpaid,  25c. 
each. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’kiyn,  X.  Y. 


HAPPY  nOOI.IGAN 

JOKER. 

With  this  Joker  In  the 
lapel  of  your  coat,  you  can 
make  a  dead  shot  every 
time.  Complete  with  rub¬ 
ber  ball  and  tubing.  Price, 
15c.  by  mall,  postpaid. 

C.  BEHR.  150  XV.  B2d  St., 
New  York  City. 

SLICK  TRICK  PENCIL. 

This  one  Is  a  hummer!  It  Is 
to  all  appearances  an  ordinary, 
but  expensive  lead  pencil,  with 
nickel  trimmings.  If  your  friend 
wants  your  pencil  for  a  moment, 
hand  It  to  him.  When  he  at¬ 
tempts  to  write  with  It.  the  end 
instantly  turns  up.  and  he  cannot 
write  a  Stroke- 

Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 

H.  E.  LANG, 

1815  Centre  St..  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  JOKER’S  CIGAR. 

The  biggest  sell  of  the  sea¬ 
son.  A  real  cigar  made  of 
x***,  tobacco,  but  secreted  In  the 

VlSSSl'  center  of  cigar  about  one-half 
inch  from  end  is  a  fountain 
of  sparklets.  The  moment 

*$/•>*  the  Are  reaches  this  fountain 
%•**  hundreds  of  sparks  of  Are 

burst  forth  In  every  direction, 
to  the  astonishment  of  the  smoker.  I  he  nre 
ts  stage  Are,  and  will  not  burn  the  skin  or 
clothing.  After  the  Areworks  the  vi?t,nL 
continue  smoking  the  cigar  to  the  end.  Price, 
lOe.;  8  for  25c;  1  dozen,  90c.,  mailed,  post¬ 
paid. 

C.  BEHR,  150  XV.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


SURPRISE  LETTER  DRUM. 

Stung!  That  was  one  on 
you!  The  joke?  You  send  a 
friend  a  letter.  He  opens  it, 
and  that  releases  the  drum. 
Instantly  the  sheet  of  note 
paper  begins  to  bang  and 
thump  furiously,  with  a  rip¬ 
ping.  tearing  sound.  Guar- 


most  jump  out  of  his  skin.  You  can  catch 
the  sharpest  wlsenheimer  with  this  one.  Don't 
miss  getting  a  few.  Price,  6c.  each  by  mall. 
H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y, 


TRICK  PUZZLE  PURSE. 

The  Arst  attempt  usually  made 
to  open  It,  Is  to  press  down  the 
little  knob  in  the  center  of  the 
purse,  when  a  small  needle  runs 
out  and  stabs  them  In  the  An¬ 
ger,  but  does  not*  open  It.  You 
can  open  it  before  their  eyes  and  still  they 
will  be  unable  to  open  it. 

Price,  26c.  each  by  mall,  postpaid. 
II.  I.  LANG,  1815  Centro  St.,  B’klyn.  N.  Y. 

CACHOO  OR  SNEEZING  POWDER. 

The  greatest  fun-maker  of 
them  all.  A  small  amount 
of  this  powder,  when  blown 
in  a  room,  will  cause 
everyone  to  sneeze  without 
anyone  knowing  where  It 
comes  from.  It  Is  very  light,  will  float  in  the 
air  for  some  time,  and  penetrate  every  nook 
and  corner  of  a  room.  It  Is  perfect  ly  harm¬ 
less.  Cachoo  is  put  up  in  bottles,  and  one 
bottle  oontalns  enough  to  be  used  from  10  to 
16  times.  Price,  by  mail,  10c.  each;  8  for  Me. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  20  W.  tflth  St.,  N,  Y, 


POCKET  WHISK-BROOM 

This  Is  no  toy,  but  a  real 
whisk-broom,  SV4  inches  high.  It 
Is  madje  of  imported  Japanese 
bristles,'  neatly  put  together,  and 
can  easily  be  carried  In  the  vest 
pocket,  ready  for  use  at  any  mo¬ 
ment,  for  hats  or  clothing,  etc. 
Price  10  cents  each,  by  mall, 
postpaid. 

C.  BEHR.  150  W.  62d  St..  N.  Y. 


BUBBLE  BLOWER. 


continui 

bubbles 
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With  this  device,  a 
continuous  s  e  i  1  e  s  of 
can  be  blown, 
wooden,  cigar- 
blower,  encas- 
small  vial.  In 
which  there  is  a  piece 
of  soap.  The  vial  is 
filled  with  wate.r,  and  a  peculiarly  perforated 
cork  Is  inserted.  When  you  blow  In  to  the 
mouthpiece,  it  sets  up  a  hydraulic  pressure 
through  the  cork  perforations  and  causes 
bubble  after  bubble  to  come  out.  No  need  of 
dipping  Into  water  once  the  little  bottle  is 
Riled.  Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 

C.  BEHR,  150  W.  6?d  St.,  New  York  City. 


DEVTT.INE’B  WHISTLE. 

Nickel  plated  and 
polished;  It  pro¬ 
duces  a  near-plerc- 
lng  sound;  large 
ar-ller;  Illustration 
actual  size.  Price. 
12c.  by  mall. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


THE  ELK  HEAD  PUZZLE. 

Just  out.  and  one  of  the 
most  fascinating  puzzles  on 
the  market.  The  stunt  Is  to 
separate  the  antlers  and  re¬ 
join  them.  It  looks  easy,  but 
try  it  and  you  will  admit  that 
it  is  without  exception  the  bed 
puzzle  you  have  ever  seen.  You  can’t  leave 
It  alone.  Made  of  silvered  metal. 

Price.  12c.;  3  for  3Cc.,  sent  by  mail,  postpaid. 
H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn.  N.  I. 


THE  AUTOPHONE. 


A  small  musical  instru¬ 
ment  that  produces  very 
sweet  musical  notes  by 
placing  it  between  the  lips 
with  the  tongue  over  the 
edge,  and  blowing  gently 
into  the  instrument.  T!  -* 
notes  produced  are  not 
unlike  those  of  the  flf'S 
and  flute.  We  send  full 
printed  instructions 
whereby  anyone  can  play 
anything  they  can  hum.  whistle  or  sing,  with 
very  little  practice.  Price,  10c.;  3  for  26c., 
mailed,  postpaid.  ' 

C.  BEHR.  150  W.  62 d  St.,  New  York  City. 


THE  MAGIC  DAGGER. 

A  wonderful  illusion. 
To  all  appearances  it 
is  an  ordinary  dagger 
which  you  can  flourish 
around  in  your  hand 
and  suddenly  state  that  you  think  you  have 
lived  long  enough  and  had  better  commit 
suicide,  at  the  same  time  plunging  the  dagger 
up  to  the  hilt  into  your  breast  or  side,  or  you 
can  preter  d  to  stab  a  friend  or  acquaintance. 
Of  course  your  friend  or  your3elf  are  not  in¬ 
jured  in  tl  e  least.,  but  the  deception  is  perfect 
and  will  startle  all  who  see  it. 

Price,  10c.,  or  3  for  25c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


A  GRAND 
PREMIUM 

One  of  these  fine  watches  FREE  to  anyone  sending  us 

One — 1  year’s  subscription  at  .  .  .  $2.50 

Two — 6  months’  subscriptions  at  .  .  1-25  each 

Four — 3  months’  subscriptions  at  .  .  0*65  each 

For  either  of  the  following:  “Moving  Picture 
Stories/’  “Happy  Days,”  “Wild  West  Weekly,”  “Fame 
and  Fortune  Weekly,”  “The  Liberty  Boys  of  ’76,”  “Se¬ 
cret  Service,”  “Work  and  Win,”  or  “Pluck  and  Luck. 

There  is  only  one  condition — send  us  the  money  and 
we  will  send  you  the  watch,  and  any  one  of  the  above 
publications  for  the  period  subscribed  for. 

Description  of  the  Watch 

It  is  American-made,  open  face,  stem  wind  and  set,  and  will  run  from  30  to  36  hours 

This  coupon  when  \  with  one  w,nding’  The  movement  is  the  same  size  as  an  expensive  railroad  timepiece, 
properly  filled  out  \  absolutely  accurate,  and  each  one  is  guaranteed.  The  cases  are  made  in  Gold  Flate 

and  forwarded  with  \  Polished  Nickel,  Gun-metal  with  Gilt  center  aud  plain  Gun-metal 

subscription  price  en-  \  H 

titles  the  holder  to  Pre-  \  e  aes  gn  on  the  back  case  is  a  fancy  engraved  scroll. 

mime  mentioned.  \  Send  in  Your  Subscriptions  Now  to 

Addres3 . \  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher 

City  . State . \ 
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168  West  23d  St.,  N.  Y.  City 
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LATEST  ISSUES 

700  Jones  and  Jones,  Jr. ;  or,  Working  on  the  Board  of  Trade  By 
Howard  Austin. 

7H<  Archie,  the  Acrobat;  or.  The  Boy  Star  of  the  Circus  By  Berton 
Bertrew. 

70S  Daring  Dave,  the  Boy  Scoirt ;  or.  The  White  Lily  of  the  Pawnees 
By  An  Old  Scout. 

700  ;V000  Miles  Blindfolded:  or,  “Where  Are  We  At?"  By  Richard 
R.  Montgomery. 

800  Seven  Boy  Slaves :  or.  Wrecked  on  the  Desert  of  Sahara.  By 

Allan  Arnold. 

801  The  Purser's  Boy  ;  or,  Working  on  an  Ocean  Steamer.  By  Capt. 

Thos.  II.  Wilson. 

802  The  Governor's  Boy  Secretary  ;  or.  Pluck.  Politics  and  Push  By 

Allyn  Draper. 

803  Prank,  the  Crank  :  or,  The  Queerest  Boy  in  the  World  By 

Howard  Austin. 

804  The  Boy  in  the  Box  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  Train  No.  30.  By  Jas. 

C.  Merritt 

805  Two  Boy  Stowaways  :  or,  Sold  on  the  Solomon  islands  By  Capt. 

l'hos.  H.  Wilson. 

SOG  Bogan  the  Bold  :  or.  The  Lily  of  the  Lake.  By  An  Old  Scout. 

807  Dick  Wilton  &  Co.  :  or.  Life  Before  the  Footlights  By  Berton 

Bertrew. 

808  The  Boy  Money  Maker;  or.  The  Young  Wall  St.  Wonder  By 

H.  K.  Sehackleford. 

800  A  Born  Fireman  ;  or.  The  Young  Foreman  of  No.  2.  By  Ex-Fire 
Chief  Warden 

810  City  Jim  and  Country  Sam  ;  or.  Two  Boy  Partners  in  Search  of 
Fame  and  Fortune  By  Allyn  Draper. 


811  Napoleon’s  Irish  Spy;  or,  Larry  the  Logger.  By  Gen.  Jas  A. 

Gordon. 

812  3,000  Miles  Through  the  Clouds;  or.  Dropped  Among  an  Unknown 

Race.  By  Berton  Bertrew. 

813  Major  Bob  and  the  “Kitty”;  or.  The  Lighthouse  on  Long  Reef. 

By  Capt.  Thos.  II.  Wilson. 

814  Uncle  Sam’s  Sam;  or,  Working  for  the  Government.  By  Allan 

Arnold. 

815  The  Yankee  Boy  Wizard;  or,  Jack  Farley’s  Strange  Adventures 

By  Allyn  Draper. 

816  Will,  the  Waif;  or,  The  Boy  Without  a  Home.  By  iiowant 

Austin. 

817  The  Boy  from  the  States ;  or,  A  Young  New  Yorker  at  Oxford.  By 

«J  &  s  C  M  c  r  r  i  1 1 

818  Headstrong  Harry;  or,  Bound  to  Have  His  Way.  By  Richard  R 

Montgomery. 

819  The  Boy  of  Donny  Brook;  or,  A  Lord  For  a  Year.  By  AIIjd 

Draper. 

820  Fighting  the  Redskins ;  or,  The  Boy  Pioneers  of  Old  Kentucky. 

Ity  An  Old  Scout. 

821  An  Unknown  Flag ;  or,  The  Mysterious  Black  Sc  hooner.  By  Capt. 

Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

822  Val,  the  Ventriloquist ;  or,  The  Boy  Who  Saved  the  Town.  By 

Berton  Bertrew. 

823  The  Two  Toms ; 


For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 

FRANK  T0USEY,  Publisher, . 168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WAftT  AFY  •BACK  JVUMBERS 

of  our  weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Write  out  and 
fill  in  your  Order  and  send  it  to  us  with,  the  price  of  the  weeklies  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  return  mail. 
POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 

FRANK  T0USEY,  Publisher, . 168  West  23d  St..  New  York. 


XT  .E5,  T IE3  j CU-O  E  TfcT  T 


No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELEC¬ 
TRICITY. — A  description  of  the  wonderful 
uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism;  to¬ 
gether  with  full  Instructions  for  making  Elec¬ 
tric  Toys.  Batteries,  etc.  By  George  Trebel, 
A.  M..  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  illustra¬ 
tions. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND 
DRIVE  A  HORSE. — A  complete  treatise  on 
the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road;  also 
valuable  recipes  for  diseases  peculiar  to  the 
horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL 
CANOES. — A  handy  book  for  boys,  containing 
full  directions  for  constructing  canoes  and  the 
most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully 
Illustrated. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules 
for  conducting  debates,  outlines  for  debates, 
questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best  sources 
for  procuring  information  on  the  questions 
given. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND 
ANIMALS. — A  valuable  book,  giving  Instruc¬ 
tions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting  and 
preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  51.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 
CARDS. — Containing  explanations  of  the  gen¬ 
eral  principles  of  slelght-of-hand  ,  applicable 
to  card  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary 
cards,  and  not  requiring  sleight-of-hand-  of 
tricks  involving  slelght-of-hand,  or  the  use  of 
specially  prepared  cards.  Illustrated. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— Giving 
the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing 
Euchre,  Crlbbage.  Casino.  Forty-five,  Rounce 
Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker.  Auction  Pitch,  Ali 
Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of 
cards. 

No.  53.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A 
wonderful  little  book,  telling  you  how  to 
write  to  your  sweetheart,  your  father,  mother 
sister,  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  every¬ 
body  and  anybody  you  wish  to  write  to. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE 
PETS. — Giving  complete  Information  as  to  the 
manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping,  tam¬ 
ing.  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets- 
also  giving  full  Instructions  for  making  cages' 
etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight  Illus¬ 
trations. 

No  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND 
COINS. — Containing  valuable  Information  re¬ 
garding  the  collecting  and  arranging  of 
stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  EN¬ 
GINEER. — Containing  full  Instructions  how  to 
become  a  locomotive  engineer;  also  directions 
for  building  a  model  locomotive;  together 
For  •*!«  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to 

FRANK  T0USEY,  Publisher, 


wun  a  lull  uescription  of  everything  an  en¬ 
gineer  should  know. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRA¬ 
PHER. — Containing  useful  information  re¬ 
garding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  It;  also 
how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern 
Slides  and  other  Transparencies.  Handsomely 
illustrated. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT 
MILITARY  CADET. — Explains  how  to  gain 
admittance,  course  of  Study,  Examinations. 
Duties,  Staff  of  Officers.  Post  Guard,  Polii 
Regulations.  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  bo> 
should  know  to  be  a  cadet.  By  Lu  Senarens. 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL 
CADET. — Complete  instructions  of  how  to 
gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval  Acad¬ 
emy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruc¬ 
tion,  description  of  grounds  and  buildings, 
historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy  should 
know  to  become  an  officer  In  the  United  States 
Navy.  By  Lu  Senarens. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL 
MACHINES. — Containing  full  directions  for 
making  electrical  machines.  Induction  colls, 
dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked 
by  electricity.  By  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  Il¬ 
lustrated. 

No.  65.  MULDOON’S  JOKES.— The  most 
original  Joke  book  ever  published,  and  It  Is 
brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It  contains  a 
large  collection  of  songs,  Jokes,  conundrums, 
etc.,  of  Terrence  Muldoon.  the  great  wit,  hu¬ 
morist.  and  practical  Joker  of  the  day. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Contain- 
ing  over  three  hundred  interesting  puzzles  and 
conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A  complete 
book.  Fully  Illustrated. 

„No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  a  large  collection  of  In- 
structlve  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  Illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 
No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS. 
Containing  over  one  hundred  highly  amus- 
lng  and  Instructive  tricks  with  chemicals.  By 
A\.,An-Sr8on-  Handsomely  Illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT-OF-HAND. 
—Containing  over  fifty  of  the  latest  and  best 
tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  containing  the 
secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— 
Containing  full  directions  for  making  Magic 
Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  Fully  Ulus- 
trated. 

TtMt-KS1,  n  TO  1)0  MECHANICAL 

1RH  KS. — Containing  complete  Instructions  for 

Krr!;™,u"f„.;.T  Trick*. 

No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS 
WITH  CARDS. —  Embracing  ill  of  the  latest 
and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  Illus¬ 
trations. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUM- 
auy  address  on  receipt  ofprlce,  10  eta  per  copy,  or 


BERS. — Showing  many  curious  tricks  with 
figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A.  An¬ 
derson.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  74.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  COR¬ 
RECTLY. — Containing  full  instructions  for 
writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject;  also 
rules  for  punctuation  and  composition,  with 
specimen  letters. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER 
— Containing  tricks  with  Dominoes.  Dice. 
Cups  and  Balls.  Hats.  etc.  Embracing  thirty 
six  Illustrations.  Bv  A.  Anderson. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  B^ 
THE  HAND. — Containing  rules  for  telling 
fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand,  or 
the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of 
telling  future  events  by  aid  of  mole,  marks, 
scars,  etc.  Illustrated. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS 
WITH  CARDS. — Containing  deceptive  Card 
Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurers  and 
magicians. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— 

Containing  a  complete  description  of  the  mys¬ 
teries  of  Magic  and  Sleight-of-Hand,  together 
with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Illustrated. 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— 
Containing  complete  instructions  how  to  make 
up  for  various  characters  on  the  stage;  to¬ 
gether  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager. 
Prompter.  Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man. 

No.  80  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  latest  Jokes,  anecdotes  and 
funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  German 
comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome  col¬ 
ored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of 
the  author. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE. — Contain¬ 
ing  the  most  approved  methods  of  mesmerism; 
also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  of  diseases  by 
animal  magnetism,  or  magnetic  healing.  By 
Prof.  Leo  Hugo  Koch.  A.C.S..  author  of  “How 
to  Hypnotize."  etc. 

No.  82  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY. — Con¬ 
taining  the  most  approved  methods  of  read¬ 
ing  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with  a  full 
explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explain¬ 
ing  phrenology,  and  the  key  for  telling  char¬ 
acter  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By  Leo 
Hugo  Koch.  A.C.S.  Fully  Illustrated. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  H YPNOTIZE.— Containing 
valuable  and  Instructive  Information  regard¬ 
ing  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also  explain¬ 
ing  the  most  approved  methods  which  are 
employed  by  the  leading  hypnotists  of  the 
world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch.  A.C  8. 

No  84  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR 
— Containing  Information  regarding  choice  of 
subjects,  the  use  of  words  and  the  manner  of 
preparing  and  submitting  manuscript.  Also 
containing  valuable  information  as  to  the 
neatness,  legibility  and  general  composition  of 
manuscript. 

3  for  25  cte  .  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  oy 

168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


